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THE LILIES OF THE VALLEY. 



CHAPTER I. 

In the comfortably furnished drawing-room of a 
:hateau in the north of France, about fifty years ago, 
;wo young girls were sitting one morning, with their 
arm-chairs drawn close to a blazing wood fire, each 
ivith a screen in her hand, protecting their pretty faces, 
md a piece of fancy work lying idly on their knees, 
rhey were engaged in an eager conversation, carried 
on in a low voice so as not to reach the ears of the 
Chanoinesse de Mirecourt, an elderly lady, aunt to 
Blanche de St. Valery, the mistress of this chateau and 
of a large fortune, inherited from her parents, whom 
she had lost in childhood. The old countess was 
seated at her embroidery-frame, near a window over- 
looking a terrace full of flower-beds, on which the 
autumnal sun was shining brightly. A cold easterly 
wind, however, had been made an excuse by the 
young ladies for remaining at home and spending the 
morning in discussing a particularly interesting subject. 
They had been at school together at Amiens^ ^.y^jI 
Jeanne de Tourville was on a v'lsil \,o \iex Ixv^^x^ 
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Blanche, who had lately come of age, and was abou 
two years older than Jeanne. Her guardian, the Baroi 
d'Ossouville, lived in Paris, and she generally spent th< 
winters at his house and the rest of the year at her owi 
country place with her aunt, who exercised very littL 
control over her. Fortunately she had good principles an( 
good dispositions. Though the inevitable result of hav 
ing always had her own way had made the young heires 
wilful and heedless, she had many good and amiabL 
qualities, and was a great favourite with everybodj 
from her aristocratic neighbours down to the peasant; 
of the adjoining villages. She had high ideas of dut> 
but did not always apply them to the minor occui 
rences of life. Jeanne had been her greatest frien< 
and worshipping admirer at school, and had continuec 
so ever since. 

On the occasion of his ward's coming of age, Wi 
d'Ossouville, who detested the country, had made th 
effort of spending a few days at her house, partly t 
do honour to the young chatelaine, partly to rende 
her an account of his management of her fortune, an< 
to advise her as to the future direction of her affairs 
This, had led him to impress upon her strongly tb 
imperative necessity of soon making up her mind oi 
the important question of marriage. He had laid be 
fore her a list of suitors, which comprehended gentle 
men who had seen and admired her in Paris, other 
— her neighbours in the country — ^\io\s\ "^^ V; 
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known all her life, and some who had never set eyes 
upon her, but whose wealth and titles made them very 
desirable matches for a young lady possessed of two 
hundred thousand francs a year, besides a chateau 
and landed estates of no inconsiderable value. He 
frankly told her that he was growing old, and had too 
many affairs of his own to be able long to continue to 
attend to hers; that Madame la Chanoinesse, though 
she could manage a household, had not much head 
for business, and, this being the case, that she must 
really accept a husband, and that with as little delay 
as possible. 

It was on this subject that Jeanne and herself were 
talking, with their feet on the fender and their faces 
close to each other. It had been led up to by a dis- 
cussion as to their dress on the following day — a very 
exciting one indeed in the midst of the sameness of 
country life. Marie de Rochemaure — another of their 
Amiens schoolfellows — was going to be married, and 
there was a great gathering of relations and friends at 
her father's house for the happy occasion. The wedding 
was to take place in the morning at the parish church, 
and there were to be festivities in the park during the 
afternoon and a ball at the chateau in the evening. 
Blanche had not yet made up her mind as to her 
dress, which Jeanne thought very odd — for she had 
settled everything about her own at lea^t ^ ^^'tV. ^j^ 
— but then she bad not so many govms, Vo OcvSi^^'?*^ ^^^ 
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of, and not so many things to think about as Blanche. 
She said so, and Blanche answered — 

"Yes, I have many anxieties. If you only knew 
how tiresome M. d'Ossouville is about my marrying! 
He leaves me no peace on the subject. He actually 
drew up a list of 'candidates for the honour of my 
hand,' as he calls them in his old-fashioned style. 
You may look at it if you like." And she went and 
took out of a drawer a paper which she gave to 
Jeanne. 

"And which of these gentlemen do you think you 
will accept?" Jeanne asked, not without a little trepida- 
tion; for in this list was the name of the Vicomte du 
Plessy, whom she happened to know her own parents 
had thought of as a desirable match for herself, and 
she did not dislike M. de Plessy — this being the 
greatest length a French young lady will go to when 
speaking of a person for whom she may nevertheless 
feel a very decided preference. 

"Not one of them will I marry," Blanche an- 
swered. 

"Really!" Jeanne said, with a sigh of relief "Not 
the Comte Andre de Furnival, or Charles de St. 
Amand, or the Marquis de Bellecourt, or the Vi- 
comte de Plessy?" 

"No. If I was really obliged to marry one of 
them, why I suppose M. de Plessy would be the most 
endurable," 
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This made Jeanne's heart sink within her. Blanche 
might, after all, choose as at least second-best, the ob- 
ject of her romantic predilection. 

"He is good, and I like him very much," Blanche 
said; "but he is not the sort of man I should wish to 
marry." 

Then Jeanne thought she would put a bold ques- 
tion. 

"Have you ever seen, I wonder, any one who 
would be the sort of person you would like to marry?" 

Blanche hesitated a little, moved the logs about, 
and then with an effort said — 

"Well, I do not mind telling you that there is a 
person I could like better than any one else, one, in 
fact, whom I do like very much." 

"Oh, please tell me who it is?" 

"His name is Paul de Nerval. He is a naval 
officer. I always had a fancy for sailors; and he is 
unlike other people, very clever and enthusiastic, and 
fond of poetry and music. I met him very often at 
Paris in the winter, and I thought him charming." 

"Have you spoken of him to your guardian, or to 
your aunt?" 

"No; of course not. Do you suppose I should 
tell them I wish to marry a man who has not pro- 
posed for me?" 

"Would he be a suitable husband for you?" 

*'That depends on what people caW «»\i\V2)J^^« ^-^ ^ 
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means some one as rich as myself, then he would not 
do at all; for he has no fortune, nothing I think but 
his profession to look to. He belongs however to a 
noble family. He is, in fact, related to the Roche- 
maures. I did not know it till the other day. I hap- 
pened to mention him before Marie, and she said he 
was her cousin, and a very promising officer. Thej 
have not seen him since he was a child. But he is 
asked to the wedding, and arrives to-night, I believe 
with some other relatives of theirs who are coming 
from Paris." 

"Oh, then we shall see him to-morrow, and he wil! 
be at the ball. Describe him to me, Blanche." 

"He is considered very handsome, but that is nol 
what I care about. It is his goodness, his simplicity 
his originality, I like. He is perhaps a. little eccentric, 
a little superstitious, too. Sailors, you know, are ap1 
to be so. He believes in omens and presentiments." 

"I should not like an eccentric husband," Jeanne 
said. 

"Oh, no, Jeanne, I daresay not. A good sort oi 
common-place man, like M. de Plessy, would be youi 
beau-ideal." 

This "shaft at random sent, found aim the archei 
never meant." Jeanne blushed deeply, but Blanche 
was too absorbed in her own thoughts to observe it. 

"The difficulty is," she said, "that M. de Nerval is 
the last man in the world — 1 am cexl^m ol '\\. — ^\,q y^^ 
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pose to a woman for the sake of her fortune, and poor 
as he is, if he was ever so much in love with me he 
would not show it." 

"But your guardian could sound him, or his 
family." 

"M. d'Ossouville would do all he could to prevent 
my marrying a poor man, and besides that, I have al- 
ready told you that I will never let any one but you 
know that I have the least preference for a man who 
perhaps does not care for me." 

"Then you are not sure he likes you!" 

"Almost, but not quite; and it is just that little 
word 'quite' that makes the difficulty. What I am 
quite certain of is, that if he were ever so much in 
love with me he would not declare it unless he knew 
I cared for him." 

"And how is he ever to know it?" Jeanne asked 
with a puzzled look. For the private little reason of 
her own already mentioned, she felt a great interest in 
the subject; but having no inventive genius, could not 
suggest any way of solving the dilemma. 

"Suppose," she said at last, "that some one, not 
your guardian, or your aunt, I, for instance, were to 
give Marie a hint?" 

"On no account," Blanche quickly answered. "Re- 
member, I have spoken to you in strict confidence.. 
Promise me that you will repeat to no oxv^ n^\v^ Wvsn^ 
said." 
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"Of course not, Blanche, if you do not wish it," 
Jeanne replied, in a dejected tone of voice. 

After a pause Blanche said — 

"There would have been, perhaps, a way for me 
to give him a hint without committing myself, but 
there is no time for it now. Marie said she was glad 
he was coming to see them, for that he is going to 
sea again immediately, and will be absent for a long 
time." 

"But what was the hint you thought of?" 

"Oh, it was an idea that crossed my mind, but too 
late to carry it out. It would really have been a good 
plan, but it is impossible now." 

"But tell me what it was." 

"Well, M. de Nerval is, as I told you just now, 
rather poetical and fanciful, and a little superstitious. 
He told me one day that when his mother was dying 
she sent him to gather some of her favourite flowers, 
and when he brought them to her she said, *Paul, I 
have a presentiment that these flowers will be always 
connected with the most important moments in your 
life. When I was expecting your birth, your father 
used, every day, to give me a bouquet of them. On 
the day of your first Communion they ornamented the 
altar. You will lay them on my grave, for those which 
you have gathered for me to-day will not have time to 
f^de before I die, and now, mark my words, the woman 
^ou will love and marry wiW w^ai vY^ata ot^ ^^ ^^^ ^^ 
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consents to become your wife/ He said he had never 
forgotten those words, and felt sure they would come 
true." 

"And did you ask him what flower it was?" 

"Yes, but he would not tell me. He said it was 
his secret. However, yesterday, when I was looking 
at the rooms which Marie was getting ready for their 
expected guests, she showed me a picture of a lady 
sitting on a bench in a garden, with lilies of the valley 
on her lap. She said, *That is the portrait of Madame 
de Nerval, the mother of Paul de Nerval, whom you 
know. She had a mania for flowers, and especially a 
passion for lilies of the valley.' I then guessed, of 
course, which were the flowers he meant; and this 
morning it came into my head that if it had been the 
season for them, or if there had been time to get 
artificial ones from Paris, or even from Amiens, I 
might have trimmed my gown with lilies of the valley, 
or at any rate worn a bouquet of them. But it is im- 
possible. Is it not a pity?" 

"Oh, but Blanche, do you know that I think 
Genevieve, at Outre Champ, could make some for you 
in time. She would have to work all night, but I 
daresay she would not mind that." 

"Who is Genevieve?" 

"She is the eldest of two orphan girls who live in 
the village of Outre Champ, a few m\\e,'5» l\Qtcs. <^>\x 
bouse. She makes lovely artif\da\ ^owex^ iox ^ ^^^ 
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at Amiens. She began by imitating the wild flow 
Rosette, her little sister, gathered in the fields; s 
then Madame de Lermoise, who died last year, ui 
to send her some from her garden and hot-hoi 
Genevieve has been bed-ridden for years. She s 
ports her sister and herself by the sale of her wc 
It is a great charity to employ her." 

Blanche started up, rang the! bell, and went, 
form's sake, to ask her aunt if she wanted the carria 
because otherwise she and Jeanne were going to U 
SL long drive. 

"How quickly you change your mind, my dei 
the Chanoinesse answered. "You said just now it \ 
too cold to go out." 

"We are going to see a poor bed-ridden girl \^ 
earns her bread by making artificial flowers, and 
order some I want." 

"Well, my dear, that is a very charitable acti< 
but I hope you will not stay out too long. It fidg 
me when you do not come home before dark." 

"Oh, we shall return before five o'clock," Blanc 
answered; and as soon as the carriage came to 
door she and Jeanne, well wrapped up, drove off 
high spirits. 

Genevieve, the flower maker, was half lying, 1: 
sitting in her small bed by the casement window 
her cottage. She was looking thin and wan; deep i 
spots on her cheeks, and lYie i^ec\3\\»x Xsd^taa^*^ 
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her eyes, gave her at moments a deceptive appearance 
of health; inexperienced eyes would not have discerned 
how ill she was. All around her were flowers. Late 
autumnal roses and branches of fuchsias, lately in- 
troduced into the village from the neighbouring gar- 
dens, were visible through the small-paned windows. 
Flower-pots stood on the sill, and nosegays filled the 
vases on the chimney. On her bed were lying the 
implements of her trade, but her hands were folded 
and her head thrown back in a languid attitude. 
Tears slowly ran down her cheeks. 

The one care, the one love, the one object of her 
heart, had always been her sister, little Rosette. Little 
Rosette she always called her, though the pet and 
darling of other days was now a tall, blooming girl of 
seventeen, who had been for a yeajr engaged to be 
married to the son of a neighbouring farmer. He was 
a good, steady young man, and the wedding was to 
have taken place at Christmas. But that bane and 
terror of foreign homes, the conscription, had to be 
drawn for first, and Jean Bartet had been unfortunate, 
and was doomed to a term of military service extend- 
ing over three years, and he and Rosette had to wait 
to be married till he returned. 

Rosette had cried herself to sleep the preceding 
night, and had not heard Genevieve's incessant rack- 
ing cough, nor the sobs which now and then shook 
her breast. In the morning the e\dex %\s\fcx \A^ "^^ 
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younger to go and spend the day at the farm of Jea 
Barters father, whose daughters had been her pk] 
mates since her infancy. They had extorted from tl: 
farmer and his managing wife a reluctant consent 1 
Jean's engagement with the penniless orphan girl. 

• 

"Let her be happy whilst she can," Genevieve sai 
to herself. "These young creatures so easily forget tl 
future in the enjoyment of the present. But, oh, it 
hard to die and leave her alone, for she will have 1 
go to service till Jean returns, and to live with strange 
is to be alone. My poor little darling! Oh, if Farm< 
Bartet would but buy a substitute for Jean! He sa; 
he can't and I know he won't. Dear me, how odd 
is: how the world seems divided between those wl 
could and won't, and those who would and can't." 

At that moment a carriage stopped before the cc 
tage. The two young ladies, Blanche and Jeani 
knocked at the door of the room, and Genevieve u 
tered a feeble "Come in." 

"How are you, Genevieve?" Jeannette kindly aske 
"But I need not inquire, you look so much better." 
deep red flush had coloured the cheeks of the invalid 
"I have brought you a customer — Mademoiselle c 
St. Valery." 

"She is very welcome," Genevieve said, and opei 
ing a carton by her side, "Would any of these flowe 
suit mademoiselle?" she asked. 

^ Roses, heartsease, geianmTas,\^^\\oVxcy^^'5., dsi^v 
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— no, none of ihem are what I want," Blanche said, 
after hastily glancing at the contents of the carton. 
"I suppose you have not got any lilies of the valley?" 

"No, mademoiselle; I sent some in a case to 
Amiens last month, but I have none left." 

"Well, but you can make some for me. Your 
flowers are quite lovely! You can make me a wreath 
and a bouquet for my dress, and one to wear in my 
corsage?" 

Genevieve sighed, and said, "Yes, I think I could 
if mademoiselle will give me time." 

The fact was that her weakness made it difficult 
for her to work at all except at short intervals. 

"Time, my good girl!" Blanche exclaimed; "why, 
I must have these flowers — if not the wreath, — I could 
wear pearls in my hair, — but the two bouquets I must 
have to-morrow, or else I do not want them at all." 

"I cannot make them by that time," Genevieve 
said in a sad manner. 

"Oh, yes; I am sure you can, my good Genevieve,'* 
Jeannette said. "You could if you worked all night, 
and surely you would not mind that for once." 

How little these girls knew what were Genevieve's 
nights; the breathless exhaustion, the deadly sweats, 
the faint sickness of those hours of solitary suffering. 

"I could not," she again repeated, "finish them in 
time." 

a** 
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"Oh, but you really must," Blanche said; and " 
Jeanne added, "You do not know, Genevieve, how v 
much depends upon it, perhaps the happiness of two j 
persons, strange as it may seem to you." 

Mentally, perhaps, she thought of a third person 
she did not allude to. But her words seemed to strike 
Genevieve. A sudden light gleamed in her eyes, and 
she asked, 

"How much would you give me if I could finish 
those flowers for you in time?" 

"An)^hing you like to name," Blanche cried out 
"I do not care what I pay for them. A thousand 
francs if you cannot promise to let me have them for 
less." 

"I will make them for one thousand francs," 
Genevieve said, blushing scarlet, for she felt how ex- 
tortionate she must appear. They did not know what 
she was selling. '. 

"Very well; I accept the bargain," Blanche eagerly y 
cried. "I shall send a man on horseback to-mor- 
tow " ^ 

"Give me as much time as you can," Genevieve "I 
feebly said. ;; 

"Let me see. Dinner will be at five; we are to 

dress at the Chateau de Rochemaure. I must have 

them by four; the groom will call here at three, and 

he will leave with you the thousand francs in payment 

/or the two bouquets, the one ioi tsi'Y ^Qrwxv o.^ \Jckfe ^s^vw^ 
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of this one," she added, taking up a cluster of roses 
from the carton; "and the one for my corsage as large 
as that one," pointing to a bouquet of jessamine. "You 
will be well paid, my good girl, but I do not grudge 
you the money. I hope it will procure you many 
comforts." 

"It will, please God, procure me peace of mind," 
Genevieve said in a low voice; but Blanche and Jeanne 
did not hear the words; they walked about the village, 
talking and laughing merrily till the carriage was ready, 
and then drove back to the chateau in still higher 
spirits than when they had left it. 

Genevieve sat up in her bed, placed her crucifix 
before her, joined her hands, and said, 

"O my dear suffering Lord, give me strength to 
earn this sum, and then die." 

She resolutely collected from her stores the neces- 
sary materials, and began her work. When Rosette 
came home, weary and dejected, she knelt down by 
her sister's bedside, and they said their night prayers 
together. 

"You are in a burning fever," Rosette exclaimed, 
as she wished her sister good-night, and kissed her 
cheek. 

"Do not blow out the candle," Genevieve said. 

"But you are not going to woik b.o^1'^ 
''I do not like to be in the daik vAvets. \ c^xccvo^ 



22 THE LILIES OF THE VALLEY. 

sleep, and for this once I must be extravagant, and 
waste a candle. Go to sleep, little sister." 

And the little sister did sleep soundly all the night, 
whilst the elder sister, with every nerve aching and a 
weary and sick exhaustion, which increased almost to 
agony towards morning, went on slowly making the 
lilies of the valley, and praying for strength not to 
faint till they were finished. 

Before Blanche's messenger arrived, the last sprig 
was completed. She had again sent Rosette out of 
the way on some pretext, and when the groom on 
horseback appeared, bringing with him an envelope 
containing notes to the amount of one thousand francs, 
she gave him a carton, and said, 

"Tell Mademoiselle de St. Valery that I thank her 
with all my heart." Then she glanced at the little 
image of the Blessed Virgin in the recess near the 
chimney, wrote on a slip of paper the words, "For 
Jean's substitute," inserted it in the envelope con- 
taining the notes, and laid it under her pillow. This 
done, she closed her eyes and rested. 
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CHAPTER II. 

The wedding at the Chateau de Rochemaure had 
aken place. The bright autumnal sun emerging from 
I temporary mist shone on the wedding party, the gay 
rain of bridesmaids including Blanche de St. Valery 
md Jeanne de Tourville, the groups of peasants as- 
embled at the church door to witness the marriage of 
he young lady they had seen since her childhood in 
he banc du seigneur ^ and the long line of carriages 
vhich had conveyed back to the Chateau the friends 
md guests of M. le Comte. It gilded with its depart- 
ng rays the festivities which took place in the park, 
vhere, after saluting the departing bride, the tenants 
lad gathered round large tables and done ample 
ustice to the abundant good cheer provided for them. 

Blanche had spent many happy hours during that 
lay, for Paul de Nerval had met her with evident 
)leasure and evident emotion, and they had foimd 
requent opportunities for conversation, for he had sat 
)y her at the dSjeuner, and in company with some of 
heir mutual friends had strolled in the gardens, and 
/hen the banquet and sports in the fields had begun, 
hey found themselves amongst tVie \ooVet^-otv^ ^x^^ 
\ey had talked of Marie's marriage aiA NJa& %^^^ 
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qualities of her husband, and this had led to an inter- 
esting discussion as to what constitutes the greatest 
happiness in wedded life, whether similarity of cha- 
racter and tastes, or a dissimilarity, which, when joined 
to affection and mutual esteem and confidence, some- 
times increases instead of diminishing the close union 
of hearts which should exist between husband and 
wife. 

Jeanne had also spent an agreeable day, for the 
Vicomte de Plessy had been very attentive to her. 
Whether this was because she was Blanche's friend, 
and that whenever he had tried to talk to Blanche he 
had found M. de Nerval by her side, and fallen back 
on her favourite companion as the next best object of 
his devotion for the day, or that he thought of falling 
back upon her for good and all as his future wife in 
case Mademoiselle de St. Valery was not to be had, 
remained to be seen. 

When the two girls went up to the room where 
they were to dress for dinner and the ball, they were 
of one mind as to the delightful day they had spent 
and the anticipated enjoyment of the evening that was 
to follow. On the dressing-table was a white hand- 
box, on which Blanche's eyes rested with exultation. 
Her maid fastened one of the bouquets of lilies to her 
gown, and Jeanne placed the olhet on her breast. She 
thought her friend had nevei YooV^^ ^o ^^^vq ^x \i^^\x 
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SO well dressed, and she could not help saying so. 
Blanche sent her maid away and said, 

"Am I doing a very strange thing, Jeanne? After 
all, there can be nothing more natural than that I 
should wear lilies of the valley; it is only my own 
consciousness that makes me feel as if I was doing a 
forward thing. He is not aware that I know his 
secret" 

"Of course not," Jeanne answered. "If you keep 
your own counsel he need never know it" 

She felt a comfortable conviction that Blanche 
would not keep her own counsel. 

Any one who had observed Mademoiselle de St. 
Valer/s face as she entered the drawing-room with her 
aunt, who had been dressing in another room, and 
Jeanne, who was also under the chaperonage of the 
Chanoinesse, must have been struck by the varying 
expression of her countenance and the emotion it re- 
vealed. She kept watching the door, and when Paul 
came in, she watched for the moment when he would 
look towards her and notice her dress. When he did 
so, the agitation in his face was still more unmistake- 
able than in hers. He turned pale and then red, and 
during the whole time of dinner, from his comer of 
the table, he kept glancing at those white flowers so 
full for him of sad reminiscences atvi a^\.^JLYcv%\sKs^^^. 
His answers to the remarks of the PtWeX'^ -^Vl^, ^\v^^«v 
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he had had the honour of conducting to the dining- 
room, were somewhat incoherent. 

It was not till dancing began that he could ap- 
proach Mademoiselle de St. Valery. He had engaged 
her in the morning for the first quadrille, but neither 
of them had thought of securing a vis-d-vzs, and after 
standing up for a moment side by side in the ball- 
room, they went into a drawing-room, where the 
Chanoinesse and some other elderly ladies and gen- 
tlemen were playing at whist, and they seated them- 
selves on a sofa near the door. For some instants 
they did not speak, and then he said in a voice 
broken with emotion, 

"Is there any meaning in your wearing these lilies 
of the valley?" 

She blushed deeply, and did not answer. 

"There is a meaning in it," he said. 

She looked the "yes" she did not utter. Then he 
asked another question, and received a favourable an- 
swer. Upon that followed an hour. of that strange and 
short-lived happiness which most people have known 
something of at some moment of their lives, whether 
followed by a life-time of real happiness or by a long 
and bitter disenchantment. But that it is sweet at 
the time no one will deny, provided the affection be 
pure and earnest on both sides, and such was the 
case with the young heiress aivd \Y"et ^ewoiles^ lover, 
H'Ao would have died ratbex tJaan owa.\v\^V>N^ "^^^^ 
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felt sure that she would be unhappy if he did not 
do so. 

Whilst they were thus sitting side by side speak- 
ing of the bright future before them, the Cur^ of the 
village, in whose parish Blanche's chateau was also 
situated, entered the room with a hiuried step. She 
sprang up to stop the good Abb^, for she wanted to 
introduce Paul to her dear old friend. 

"My child, do not detain me now," he said. "I 
have had a sick call, and am going to ask M. le Comte 
to order me a conveyance. Whilst it is getting ready 
I will speak to you." 

He came back in a moment; she presented to him 
M. de Nerval, and then asked, 

"Have you far to go, M. TAbb^?" 

"Yes; several miles," he answered. "It is not one 
of my own parishioners who has sent for me. My 
confrere at Outre Champ happens to be absent, and 
Genevieve the flower-maker is dying." 

Blanche started, and said, 

"I saw her yesterday; I did not know she was 
so iU." 

"Her life," the Abb^ answered, "has hung on a 
thread for several weeks. It was like a flickering 
candle, which the least breath would extinguish. The 
boy who came to fetch me says l\ia\. ^'^ \qQ^<t^ iSs. 
Jast night to Unish some flowers a \ady \^3LtA&^ ^^^ "^^ 
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ball. It was a very cold one, and this seems to hav< 
been a death-blow to her." 

What Blanche felt at that moment we need no 
say. She called the Chanoinesse from the whist-tabl 
and Jeanne from the ball-room, and begged them t 
send for the carriage at once, and to go home. 

"Tell my aunt all about the lilies," she said a 
she threw herself into a comer of the coach, weepinj 
bitterly. "Genevieve is dying." 
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CHAPTER IIL 

Early the next morning, Blanche and Jeanne drove 
to Outre Champ. Blanche told her friend what had 
passed the evening before between her and M. de 
Nerval, but added, 

"However, that is all at an end: I shall never 
marry. How could there be a blessing on a marriage 
brought about at such a cost?" 

And her tears flowed again with more bitterness 
than ever. 

When they arrived at the cottage, the shutters of 
Genevieve's window wer^ closed, and they felt it was 
all over. Rosette met them at the door, pale and 
weeping, and led the way to the little room where her 
sister was lying dead. The three girls knelt down to- 
gether, and prayed for some time. When they re- 
turned to the other room. Rosette said to Blanche with 
a tearftd voice, 

"Oh, mademoiselle, my poor dear Genevieve 
blessed you so fervently before she died. She said 
you bad enabled her to leave this world so much hap- 
pier than she could have expected to do, and that she 
would ask the good God to repaid ^om^ 

Blanche seemed bewildered. 
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Jeanne asked Rosette to explain what she meant. 

"Look here, mademoiselle," she said, "this sum 
which mademoiselle gave my poor Genevieve for those 
lilies of the valley her dear hands made during the 
last hours of her life, was just what was wanted to get 
a substitute for Jean Bartet, my betrothed. She said I 
was to tell her that if she had asked to be paid so 
much for these flowers, it was because she knew she 
was dying, and that she could not bear to think she 
would have to leave me, and I to live amongst 
strangers, and not to be married for ever so long. 
Now he can stay, but, oh, the happier I am, the more 
it makes me cry to think I have lost her, and that she 
was working so hard that last night when I knew no- 
thing about it and was sleeping like a log by her 
side;" and then Rosette covered her face with her 
hands, and sobbed. 

Blanche rose, and said to her, "I will alwa3rs be a 
friend to you, poor Rosette, for Genevieve's sake. I 
will come and see you again, and Jean Bartet will not 
marry a portionless bride." 

Then once more she went to the bed where the 
fair and peaceful corpse was lying, and prayed long 
and fervently. 

It was some days before Mademoiselle de St. Valery 
recovered from the emotions of that night, in which 
joy and grief had been so sVtoii^^j xc^vcv^^d, Self- 
reproach, which she carried to a. xaat\i\.d ^^c&^'5»,\s\:^^^ 
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her refuse to see Pkul de Nerval, and prevented her 
speaking of their engagement. On the day of Gene- 
vieve's burial she sent to be laid on her grave the 
lilies of the valley which had been the cause of so 
much joy and so much sorrow, and on the following 
Sunday she went to the Presbytery to see her old 
friend, the Cure. She told him all her story, and 
ended it by saying that she was going to break off 
that ill-fated engagement, and to atone for Genevieve's 
death by becoming a Poor Clare or a Little Sister of 
the Poor. 

The old man smiled, and said, 

"You will do no such thing, my child. God does 
not call you to be a nun, but a faithful servant of His 
in the world. I know that M. de Nerval is a good 
Christian, and a worthy man. You will marry him, 
and together you can both do much good." 

"But I do not deserve to be happy after being the 
cause of Genevieve's death." 

"Come, my child, you must not exaggerate your 
ojffence. You acted thoughtlessly, and perhaps a little 
selfishly, but the good God, as He so often does, has 
mercifully made that thoughtless act a source of 
blessing to Genevieve and Rosette. Thanks to the 
money you gave for the flowers the eldest sister died 
in peace and joy, and her young sister, the object of 
her life-Ion^ devotion, is happy arvd 'w^^ ^xQvr\^^^ "^s^x. 
As for you, my dear child , you w\\\ exi\.^x oxs. >Ccv^ ^xsax- 
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ried state with more subdued and holier feelings than 
would have been the case had it not been for this 
strange incident." 

**But still I ought to atone for my selfish thought- 
lessness." 

"Well, I will give you a penance, my child, which 
must last as long as your life." 

Blanche looked rather anxiously at the good priest. 

"You will never say yourself, and. you will use 
your influence with all your friends to prevent their 
saying, when they order an article of dress / must 
have it by such a day. Sadder consequences than 
Genevi^e's happy, though hastened, end have been 
the result of those words." 

Three weddings took place on the same morning 
a few months afterwards. Mademoiselle Blanche de 
St. Valery was married to M. Paul de Nerval', Made- 
moiselle Jeanne de Tourville to the Vicomte de Plessy, 
and Rosette to Jean Bartet. There were no lilies of 
the valley in the bouquets of the brides, but each one 
of them thought on that day of the flowers Genevieve 
had made during the last night of her life, and as 
they left the church turned aside from the gay cortige 
and went to kneel at the grave of the poor girl to 
whom they owed so much. 
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CHAPTER I. 

Ren^e in her Solitary Home. 

At the time when the Western Provinces of France 
rose in insurrection against the Republic, which had 
laid low her altars and overturned her throne, the 
family of Penarvan ranked amongst the noblest and 
most ancient of the old Royalist houses which took up 
arms in defence of Church and King. It disappeared 
amidst the hurricane that swept over that devoted and 
heroic coimtry. 

Four brothers — four young Penarvans — fell together 
on the fatal field of Tremblage. When their lifeless 
bodies were brought back to the home whence they 
had gone forth a few weeks before in the full vigour 
of early manhood, the old Marquis, their father, stood 
on the threshold of his ancient mansion, leaning on 
the arm of his daughter. He gazed for a long time 
with tearless eyes on the dead "bodAft^ oi \xns. \k."ki^ 
sons, and then uncovering his "head, \iO^^^ '"^^^ ^ss^ 
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in mute farewell to all the hopes and dreams of past 
years. 

Two days afterwards the Marquis de Penarvan rode 
away straight to the camp of General Lescure, fought 
like a lion, crossed the Loire with the Vendean army, 
and was killed at the gates of Mans. 

Mademoiselle de Penarvan had followed her father. 
After innumerable vicissitudes, she returned to her an- 
cestral home and took possession of the poor remnants 
of her inheritance, nearly ruined by confiscation on the 
one hand, and on the other by the immense sums ex- 
pended on the civil war. The chateau itself had been 
half burned by the troops, only one wing remained 
habitable. All the farms and cottages on the estate 
were open to the four winds, brambles and nettles 
growing on their solitary hearths. 

It was with a kind of melancholy exultation that 
Mademoiselle Ren^e established herself in the midst 
of this scene of desolation. She had been bom under 
the shadow of the feudal towers whose grim and weird 
majesty seemed to frown on the more modem abode 
they overlooked. Her mother died whilst she was yet 
an infant, and her childhood had been spent in con- 
stant companionship with her bold, high-spirited 
brothers, whose tastes and pursuits were those of 
thorough country gentlemen of the old school. Pas- 
sionately fond of field sports, iVvey \va.d \Hv^^\\,^d the 
same taste to their young sislet. ix. ^as ^^ ^^xojeiY^^ 
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delight to go out stag-hunting, escorted by his whole 
family and numerous retainers, and to make the 
woods and plains resound with the sound of the 
hunting-horn and the cry of his hoimds. The sight 
of the old nobleman, surrounded by his four hand- 
some sons and his fair daughter, the boldest of young 
Amazons, scouring the hills and valleys in wild ex- 
citement, was a familiar feature of that part of the 
country during the years which preceded the Revolu- 
tion. 

This early training had tended to make Ren^e 
somewhat masculine in manner, and in her character 
there was more energy than softness. At eighteen 
years of age she resembled the heroines of the middle 
ages, who had always been the objects of her sympathy 
and admiration. The good Abb^ Pyrmil used to com- 
pare her to Jeanne de Penthi^vre, and especially to the 
warlike Countess of Montford. In spite of her deli- 
cately white skin and masses of fair hair. Rente's style 
of beauty was more commanding than feminine. She 
had a broad intellectual forehead, a well-defined aqui- 
line nose, with nostrils slightly dilated, and a mouth 
the lines of which were well shaped, but somewhat too 
sharp and thin. Her lips easily assumed a scornful 
expression; and though there was grace in her move- 
ments, it was a grace resulting rather from symmetry 
and strength than womanly charm. ^Yv^ Xo^'e.^ ^^SS, 
aimour would iave sat lightly on Ta.ei ia\x ^otov^ ^sA 
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her arm wielded without effort a javelin or a sword. 
In every glance and in every gesture could be dis- 
cerned that innate pride of birth which was to be the 
passion and the torment of her life. Thanks to the 
lessons of her brothers' tutor, who had taken more 
profitable pains with her education than with theirs, 
she had been deeply versed since her childhood in the 
traditionary lore of her native province and the annals 
of her own race. Rente's reverence for her ancestors 
had grown into a sort of idolatry. 

The Abb^ Pyrmil was a poor priest who owed 
everything to the family of Penarvan. His progenitors 
had been farmers on the estate for several generations. 
As soon as he left the seminary, and was ordained, 
young Pyrmil became chaplain at the chateau, and 
then tutor to the Marquis's children. That he was the 
beau ideal of a chaplain could not perhaps be affirmed, 
pious and good as he was in his simple way, but he 
turned out an admirable pedagogue. Learned, patient, 
and modest as to his own acquirements, in the neigh- 
bourhood he was considered a perfect prodigy of 
science. Had his merits of every sort equalled his 
stature, he would have overtopped all the Fathers of 
the Church, for never had so tall an abb6 been seen. 
Nature had made him so thin and lengthy that he 
looked as if a tolerably strong gale of wind must have 
blown him down; but in spite of his scare-crow ap- 
pearance, bird-like legs, colouiVe^^ iac.^> ^^^ ^^ ^1^> 
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and immense protruding nose, it was impossible not to 
like him. He looked what he was, thoroughly good 
and kind. A more devoted and affectionate being 
never existed; and his attachment to the family of his 
benefactors knew no bounds. Though naturally of a 
pacific disposition, it would hardly have been prudent 
for any one to tell him that the King's family was 
niore illustrious than that of his patron. This worship 
of the Penarvans extended back to the 'earliest date. 
As if his gratitude could not find sufficient scope in 
the present, he made it his business to exalt all the 
ancestors of the Marquis. They were his hobby. He 
knew each of them by name. He had ransacked every 
chronicle, every legend, every manuscript which could 
throw light on their history. It was sometimes sus- 
pected that his zeal had invented some of the great 
deeds with which he credited his heroes. So absorbed 
was his whole mind with this study, that at last he 
could think and talk of nothing else. 

And of course they were all wonderful men. 
Duguesclin and Clisson were not to be named in the 
same day. It was generally at dessert that he related 
their exploits, and once on that topic no earthly power 
could have stopped him. He fought in imagination 
with Guy de Penarvan under the banner of Johanna of 
Flanders. He followed Gautier de Penarvan to the 
Holy Land, waging war with the infidels, and burying 
him at Massoure; and then leading the forlorn hope 
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under the walls of Nantes, he cut the Normans to 
pieces in company with Alain de Penarvan, sumamed 
Bandy-legs. The only thing that mitigated his en- 
joyment of that last well-authenticated feat of arms 
was the fact that a Penarvan should have had crooked 
legs. It was a subject to him of painful astonish- 
ment. 

In spite of their deep respect for all the blood of 
all the Penarvans, the Marquis and his sons were 
sometimes a little bored with the Abbe's stories; but 
Mademoiselle Ren^e — never. She was not satisfied 
even with the daily commentaries on the family history 
at dinner-time, but spent long hours with the Abbe 
talking about her ancestors, walking up and down 
the gallery, and stopping before each family por- 
trait. 

Renee's imagination was so excited on the sub- 
ject, that she quite despised the commonplace sort 
of existence she found herself doomed to lead. Her 
ardent nature pined for heroic conflicts and warlike 
struggles, and she often spoke scornfully to her 
brothers of their idle and luxurious lives. They used 
to laugh at her high flights and saucy remarks, little 
thinking how soon the impetuous, haughty, and spoilt 
girl would have enough, and more than she had bar- 
gained for, of wild adventure and military strife. The 
storm which was about to convulse France was be- 
gmning to gather over their la.eads, Ixv a. &hort time 
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the Revolution broke out. Renee went through that 
terrible period without a sign of weakness or fear. 
She stood tearless and mute beside the graves of her 
four brothers, rather envying than lamenting their fate, 
and prepared to set fire to the chateau and await 
death amidst its ruins. 

When, after crossing the Loire, the old nobleman, 
like his sons, died on the field of battle, she made her 
way back to her devastated home. Standing on its 
threshold, she felt that there was an end of the race 
of Penarvan, and on that day the orphan girl made a 
resolution that she would wear black for ever in token 
of mourning for the whole of her lineage, and never 
change the name of which she remained the sole re- 
presentative. Renee was then only twenty-one years of 
age, and yet did not hesitate to pledge herself to a 
life of perpetual celibacy. 

She had been at home about a week, a few of her 
old servants had gathered around her. Although her 
means were exceedingly scanty, she had determined 
not to send away any of those who sought the shelter 
of the old walls. By degrees a little order was re- 
established in the chateau, which had utterly lost its 
old magnificence. Its mournful aspect, its blackened 
towers, were reflected in the waters of the Sevres which 
flowed beneath the shattered battlements. The inside 
was, if possible, still more desolalt. TVvt ^^'^"vi^\^'^». 
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bands had encamped in the apartments, and destroyed 
everything. 

But Ren^e only regretted the portraits and the 
family archives, otherwise the desolation which sur- 
rounded her seemed in harmony with her fate. She 
was fully determined never to rebuild the walls of her 
paternal mansion. She devoted it, like herself, to 
eternal mourning. 

The first question she had asked on her arrival 
was, "Where is the Abb^ Pyrmil?" the only friend she 
hoped to find. No one knew what had become of 
him. Whither had he wandered? To what distance 
had his long legs carried him? On what coast had he 
landed? Nobody could tell. The Marquis, when he 
left it, had committed the chateau to his care. The 
most probable supposition was that the poor Abb^ was 
buried under its ruins. Ren^e lamented the loss of 
the only person who could have understood and shared 
her feelings. 

One evening that she was sitting on the loose 
stones of the parapet, she saw a lengthening shadow 
on the grass of the avenue. In the light of the setting 
sun it seemed to stretch almost as far as the walls of 
the chateau. So lengthy a shadow could only belong 
to the Abb^ Pyrmil. And so it did. He was advanc- 
ing with slow steps, looking wild, deadly pale, and 
ragged. But when he saw Ren^e, whom he had never 
hoped to behold again, uttering a ^o^i>A ^^c\^TCia.t\Qu, 
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lc rushed forward. She came to meet him, with her 
land outstretched. 

"Monsieur TAbb^," she said, "you and I are all 
hat remain of the family." 

The poor Abba's heart almost burst with joy and 
;ratitude. He could only kiss her hand and bathe it 
idth tears. 

Having narrowly escaped with his life at the time 
he chateau was sacked, he had gone in search of the 
d^arquis and his daughter, and on the other side of 
he Loire joined the remnant of the Vendean army. 
There he heard of the old nobleman's death, but no 
>ne could tell him what had become of Mademoiselle 
le Penarvan. She had disappeared after the defeat of 
he Royalists at Mans. After vainly cross-examining 
•fficers and soldiers, he had wandered about the 
ountry, living from hand to mouth; pursued some- 
imes like a wild beast, often passing whole days with- 
out food and nights without shelter, sleeping amidst the 
;orse on the borders of a forest, or timidly venturing 
nto villages and towns. Like a faithful dog tracking 
lis master, he went from one lone farm to another, 
hrough the woods and the commons and into the 
luburbs of cities, searching for the Marquis's daughter. 
M last, discouraged and hopeless, he made his way 
)ack to the chateau, with only one idea, to look once 
nore on the beloved home of other days, and to lie 
hwn and die amidst its nuns. 
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The revulsion from despair to joy when he found 
his dear pupil — the delight and the pride of his whole 
life, the last of the Penarvans — on the threshold of her 
paternal mansion, the sudden joy almost killed him; 
but having survived the shock, he felt he had still 
something to live for. The result of the poor Abba's 
wanderings had demonstrated the possibility of what 
might have been deemed incredible: he had actually 
grown thinner than he used to be, and, in conse- 
quence, taller. Mademoiselle Ren^e was struck with 
the fact. 

During the days when the irruption of the Blues 
was impending, the good man had busied himself in 
removing, and carefully secreting in the hiding-places 
of the old chateau, everything he thought would be 
most precious to the young heiress. Even her white 
greyhound, Fergus, whom she was particularly fond of, 
he had left in the care of some poor people in the 
neighbourhood. A few days after his arrival, Made- 
moiselle de Penarvan drove in a donkey-cart to ChoUet 
in order to make some necessary purchases. The 
Abb^ managed to let her go alone, and went off in 
search of Fergus, and when at nightfall she stepped 
out of her rough vehicle at the front door of the 
chateau, Fergus rushed out to meet her with that 
ecstatic affection and joy which no human expression 
of feeling can equal. 

She exclaimed, "Oh, my dear do^\ \ii\\^\^ do* '^<i\3L 
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come from? Who has brought you back? Poor Fergus, 
good dog, we shall never go out hunting again; you 
will have sorry dinners now-a-days." 

The Abb^ looked on with a smile on his lips and 
tears in his eyes. At dinner-time he led Mademoiselle 
de Penarvan into the dining-room. The fare was as 
scanty as usual, but the table was laid, as in former 
days, with an abundance of china and plate. Even 
the napkins, with their embroidered coronets and 
cyphers, stood folded in grand state. Four kinds of 
wine-glasses were arranged at each place, just as if 
there had been a prospect of their being filled with 
anything but water. 

Renee, taken by surprise, smiled and said, "Oh, 
M. TAbb^, you have been at your tricks, I see." This 
was said playfully, but it was only a transient gleam. 
In a moment her brow darkened, she looked almost 
fiercely at those relics of the past, eat little and in 
silence, only noticing Fergus, and stooping to caress 
him. 

After dinner she went up to her bedroom without 
saying a word to the Abb^. There she found spread 
out the pretty nicknacks which used to adorn it — her 
boxes and trinkets, and her perfumed sachets full of 
embroidered pocket-handkerchiefs and gloves. With 
proud disdainful contempt, she turned these. XJcikssj^ 
over and walked up and down lYve lOcrKv, 0s>ew5«ixs?^ 
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her hands and exclaiming, as she stamped on the 
floor — 

"Were these the things to save?" 

At last calmer feelings prevailed. There was no 
tenderness in her nature, but she had not a bad heart 
When her irritation subsided, she felt that she had 
been hard and unjust, and resolved to return to the 
saloon, where she expected to find the Abb6. He was 
sitting by the wide fire-place looking calm and resigned. 
As she walked into the spacious room, she stopped 
short, a sudden light flashed in her pale blue eyes like 
a gleam of sunshine on a steel sword, the veins in her 
forehead rose, and her thin nostrils seemed to expand. 
She had caught sight of the family portraits hanging 
on those walls which she had left some hours before 
bare and dismantled. It was as if all the Penarvans 
were gazing firom their gilded and carved frames on 
the last descendant of their ruined house. 

Ren^e remained for a few instants silent and mo- 
tionless, then she went and stood before her father's 
picture, underneath which were hanging in a cluster 
the swords of her four brothers. After reverently kiss- 
ing the handle of those swords, she turned to a table 
on which were lying all the archives of her family. 
With a trembling hand she touched those time- 
honoured parchments — yellow and shrivelled — relics 
of bygone ages, and then, at last, slowly went up to 
the Abb6 and threw her arms lovm.^ \v\s x^^O*.. ^S^^ 
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did not weep, but she felt his tears falling on her 
head. It was the happiest moment of the poor Abbe's 
life. 

They spent the winter opposite to one another, 
each in a comer of the old fire-place. If food was 
scarce at the chateau, fuel was not wanting. They 
neither of them cared for the comforts of life. The 
deep retirement in which they lived screened them 
from observation, and allowed them patiently to await 
better days. Just as before, the Penarvans were the 
constant subject of their conversation. The Abbe 
could hardly realize the fact that the family was come 
to an end, that the race was actually extinct. He 
almost expected a miracle in favour of the noble 
house, which indeed had often, he declared, been on 
the brink of destruction, and Providentially resusci- 
tated. 

For instance, the bandy-legged Alain, after he had 
crushed the Normans, stood on his desolate hearth 
without a single relative alive, and he was himself 
sixty years of age. But Sir Alain did not despair. He 
was a widower, and married Mademoiselle de la 
Roquetaillade, whose eight sons proved worthy des- 
cendants of a line of heroes. 

Mademoiselle Ren^e listened contemptuously to 
these wild expectations, and answered that groundless 
hopes were as little to the purpose ^s "w^^ ^\A SaxA 
regrets. Her father and her brotiaeis >[i^d^ xvs^Vj ^^'^^^ 
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the history of their family, and it would be her part 
never by any act of hers to belie her lineage. The 
name of Penarvan would exist as long as she lived, 
and with her would die. If she could not achieve 
high deeds to add to its glory, at any rate no shadow 
or stain would through her means darken it. She 
would live, suffer, and die in a manner befitting the 
last scion of a noble house and the daughter of a 
warlike race. 

The Abbe admired and applauded these senti- 
ments, the fruits of his own teaching. It was all very 
heroic and fine, but the days seemed long, and the 
chateau which had been wont to ring with the joyful 
voices of Rente's brothers was now as silent as their 
graves. It seemed a sort of sepulchre in which two 
faithful attendants were watching over a flickering 
light. Its whole surroundings were desolate too. The 
farms in ruins, the cottages deserted, the land un- 
cultivated, not a single chimney smoking amidst the 
bare and frosty landscape. No sound was heard save 
the whistling of the wind and the noise of the Sevres 
chafing against the rocks. The cawing of the rooks 
by day, and the cry of the osprey by night, were the 
only tokens of life in this wilderness. It was a pleasant 
surprise when one of the few cocks which had survived 
the war gave a shrill crow at daybreak. 

Ren6e endured this strange existence; she had 
looked it in the face and freely acc^^x.^^ *\\.. ^>^n. "^sst 
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a* girl of twenty-one the prospect was a hard one. 
Sometimes at the thought of an endless tite-ct-tite with 
the Abb6, unenlivened by any domestic or social in- 
terest, a fit of despondency seized her. Her will 
never faltered; but though she would not have been 
afraid to die in battle, or even to march up to the 
scaffold, she did feel frightened sometimes at the 
length of the road stretching out before her into a 
blank futurity; she felt the need of some pursuit which 
would fill up her time and harmonize with her frame 
of mind. 

It was the Abb^ who had the good fortune un- 
consciously to hit upon the means of satisfying this 
craving. He had seemed for some time past deeply 
engrossed and absorbed by some secret occupation 
which no one but himself was admitted to share. His 
countenance, his manner, his conversation, and his 
fits of absence all betrayed that something unusual 
was going on in the mind of the good chaplain. One 
morning he had walked off to the nearest town with- 
out any previous announcement of his intended ab- 
sence, and in the afternoon Mademoiselle Ren^e, who 
was standing listlessly gazing at the window with her 
forehead leaning against one of the panes, caught 
sight of her tutor hurrying into the house in a mysteri- 
ous manner with an immense roll of paper ill con- 
cealed by the folds of his worn-out cassock. 

For some days afterwards he seemed \.o V«Ne. o^^ 

TAe Z,t7us oj" ike Vailey , etc. At 
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lost his appetite, and when spoken to during their 
solitary meals, gave answers not to the purpose. Such 
a change indeed came over him that for one whole 
evening he did not talk at all, not even about the 
Penarvans. At all hours, whether it blew, snowed, or 
rained, he was to be seen striding at a rapid pace up 
and down the terraces of the chateau, then stopping 
short, slapping his forehead, and rushing into the room 
which used to be called the library, and on the floor 
of which a few dozen volumes were still lying at the 
mercy of the rats. 

Ren6e began to be rather uneasy as to the Abba's 
state of mind, but her habitual reserve restrained her 
from questioning him as to his unwonted proceedings. 
One day, quite accidentally, whilst he was performing 
strange gymnastics on the terrace, she went to look 
for a book in the so-called library, which she did not 
know he had converted into his sanctorum. It was 
quite a surprise to her to find it turned into a study, 
and pervaded with a perfume of snuff, which be- 
tokened the Abba's habitual presence. A table, the 
rickety legs of which were propped up with pieces of 
cork, stood in the recess of one of the windows; beneath 
it was spread the skin of an otter, fished out of the 
Sevres in the Abbe's younger days. This table might 
have figured in a Flemish picture. On one side a 
chipped china cup did duty for an inkstand, and on 
the other were lying the c\iap\am'^ ^-^^cJea.Oi^'s^^ \s& 
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silver snuff-box, a present of the late Marquis's, and 
on the pages of an open book a crust and two or three 
walnuts, the remnants of a frugal breakfast. Pens 
without end were scattered about, cut and uncut, old 
and new, white paper and manuscript mingled in glori- 
ous confusion. 

In the midst of this picturesque medley a manu- 
script was to be seen, which caught at once Rente's 
eyes. In large letters were inscribed upon it the 
words, "History of the House of Penarvan, by the 
Abb^ Pyrmil." 

This then was the Abba's secret. Ren^e took pos- 
session of the manuscript, carried it off to the drawing- 
room, and began eagerly to peruse her tutor's work. 
The first chapter was finished, revised, and cariefully 
written out; the rest of the sheets contained only notes 
and extracts for future use. 

Ren6e was busy examining them when the door 
opened, and the Abba's thin shivering form slunk into 
the room. He was half frozen, and coming to recover, { 
by the blazing logs, his mental powers, almost para- 
lyzed by the north-east wind. When he recognized his 
manuscript in Mademoiselle Rente's hands, he turned 
first red and then pale, muttered incoherent sentences, 
and felt ready to sink into the ground. He was be- 
ginning to make all sorts of excuses and explanations, 
but she interrupted him and said — 

^'Tliis is indeed a happy IhoMgYiV^-^^^^^^* ^'^'^ 
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are quite right; there ought to be a history of our 
family. We shall work at it together, and endeavour 
to make this monument — which we are about to raise 
to the memory of my ancestors — worthy of their great 
deeds. It will be an arduous task, but with God's 
help we shall accomplish it. Yes, again I say it, M. 
TAbb^, you have had an excellent idea; I thank you 
for it with all my heart, and they all thank you for 
it too," she added, glancing at the portraits round the 
room. 

Who could describe the Abbe's joy. His pride 
and exultation knew no bounds. He was no longer 
merely the tutor or the chaplain of the family; he felt 
himself suddenly raised to the rank of historian of the 
Penarvans. Hardly would he have ventured to ask 
for the post, or for the title, so unworthy did he feel 
of so great an honour. But Mademoiselle Ren^e had 
—of her own accord, and quite in a solemn, formal 
manner — raised him to that dignity. It was certainly 
with no view to his own reputation that he had formed 
the plan of his great work. His sole object had been 
the glorification of the noble house to which he had 
been so long devoted. But at the same time it did 
cross his mind, that sooner or later the history of the 
Penarvans could not fail to be printed, and that during 
centuries to come his own name would be carried 
down to the most remote posterity in connection with 
theirs. Sisiorjf of the House of Pcnaroan, hy ifie Ahh^ 
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Pyrmtly that magic title-page seemed to dance before 
his eyes in characters of light, and filled him with in- 
describable emotion. 

Ren^ was quite as enthusiastic as the Abb6 about 
the projected work, which was going to afford her 
an interesting occupation and a constant subject of 
thought The materials were at hand, and at once a 
plan of operations was agreed upon. The Abb^ was 
to write, and Ren^e to illustrate the text with painted 
designs. She had learned to illuminate in the style 
of the old missals, and wished the work to be on 
vellum, and ornamented with delicately-finished minia- 
tures. 

The Abb^ was a happy man that evening, and 
for the first time since her return to her home there 
were happy smiles on the young girl's pale face. It 
was quite a little fi^te for the solitary inmates of the 
old chateau. 

At the end of a few months the History of the ^ 
House of Penarvan was already considerably advanced. 
Nothing could exceed the zeal of the two parties 
engaged in this congenial labour. The Abb6 wrote 
and Ren6e painted from morning to night. The style 
of the work was highly epical. Even Ren^e thought 
it necessary to recommend a rather less inflated tone, 
and to lower the key of high-flown panegyric in which 
the Ahh6 indulged. The amount oi xt^^^-axOcL ^sA 
^earning it revealed was quite xem2ccYafc\^* ^^ ^^^ 
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discovered Penarvans whose existence had been un- 
known even to the late Marquis. But it vexed him 
dreadfully that he could not trace the origin of the 
family beyond the famous chieftain Conan Meriadee. 
It was to him a subject of astonishment that Caesar in 
his Commentaries — which he held rather cheap in 
consequence — had not mentioned any of the Penar- 
vans. 

As to the illustrations, the capital letters, and 
Gothic ornaments on the margin, they were exquisitely 
designed and painted; the most painstaking and 
talented artists of the middle ages might have been 
proud of them, so delicate, so minute, so highly- 
finished was Rente's work. On the title-page she had 
painted the arms of the family — a silver sword spark- 
ling on a field of sable, the escutcheon surmounted by 
a marquis's coronet, and a helmet, bearing a silve 
sword as a crest, was supported by two lions; undei 
neath it was a scroll with the war-cry — "Penarvan- 
toujours avant." 

The genius of the artist was aheady exhibited 
this heraldic design and the following page t 
covered with the numerous ramifications of the gee 
logical tree, the roots of which were plunged in a 
of Indian ink, intended to typify the obscure nigh 
the dark ages. At the beginning of every chapter 
principal events of the lives oi e^cii \:i&\Q> ^exe cL 
represented in miniature Yam\xcL^s» T^^ ^av^'t 
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head of the page which related the defeat of the 
Normans under the walls of Nantes , in the chapter 
which contained the exploits of Alain the Bandy- 
legged, was a little che/-d*csuvre in its way. There 
had been a somewhat vehement discussion between 
the Abb^ and Ren^e with regard to the portraiture of 
the legs of the Sieur Alain. She was inclined, out of 
respect for tradition, to draw them somewhat crooked, 
but the Abb^ could hardly bear an imperfection of 
this sort in any member of the family to be transmitted 
to posterity. A compromise was proposed and ac- 
cepted. Ren6 gave to the Sieur Alain a rather long 
coat of arms, and concealed the legs of the hero up to 
the knees by a rampart formed of the dead bodies of 
the Normans. 

Day after day and month after month this strange 
couple of workers toiled like two cloistered Bene- 
dictines, and troubled themselves very little about the 
events which were convulsing the world at the end of . 
the century. It might almost have crumbled into dust 
without their perceiving it, whilst they were writing 
the history of the Penarvans. It proceeded most satis- 
factorily. Ren^e felt her artistic talent increasing daily. 
She watched over every detail, and maintained the 
most perfect symmetry in the whole plan with the 
spirit of an architect as well as a painter. As to the 
Abb6, the genius of the old chroniclers seemed ta 
awaken in his soul and animaXe \)i^ '3joj\&» ^^^'^ 
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never could read without emotion his description of 
the death of Guy de Penarvan, slain at Massoure. She 
thought the Abb6 in that episode had excelled the 
Sieur de Joinville. The struggle between Charles de 
Blois and Jean de Montford, and the important part 
which Raoul de Penarvan had played at that time, 
were also depicted with a masterly hand. The union 
of the duchy of Brittany with the kingdom of France 
was described in a way which showed that the political 
views of the Abbe Pyrmil were singularly original and 
striking. 

One very special merit of his work was the cor- 
rection of long accredited historical errors. Grave 
historians and authors of established reputation had 
ventured to assert that it was Clisson and Chandos 
who won the battle of Auray. The Abbe triumphantly 
refuted Froissard, formally contradicted Dom Lobineau, 
and utterly reduced to silence Dom Morice, by prov* 
ing beyond a doubt that the ducal crown on the brow 
of the young Count de Montford was entirely owing 
to Gautier de Penarvan. 

Another important error had crept into the annals 
of former chroniclers. It had been supposed that 
when King Francis I. came to Brittany to solemnize 
the union he had lodged in the house of the Lord of 
Chateaubriand. The Abb6 proved in the most trium- 
phant manner that King Francis L had never set his 
foot in the house of the Cha\.eau\>T\^.xi^^, ^i^x^. ^-a.X- o^ 
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the contrary he had lodged with all his retinue in the 
Chateau de Penarvan. 

The history of that family by I'Abbe Pyrmil 
abounded with similar rectifications, and threw quite a 
new light on the annals of Armorica. 

Difficult as it is to believe, three years elapsed 
during which the old man and the young girl thought 
of nothing, talked of nothing, and did little else than 
work at this record of the past. And yet it was not 
nearly finished when an insignificant incident, the re- 
sults of which could never have been foreseen, re- 
minded the Abb^ that there were persons still living 
in the world besides himself and the orphan daughter 
of the House of Penarvan. 
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CHAPTER II. 
A Discovery and a Departtire. 

The Abb^ P5mnil's greatest friend at the seminary 
at Nantes was Dom Jobin. This learned Benedictine 
— ^who wrote the genealogies of all the great families 
of France — was as broad and stout as the Abb^ was 
tall and thin. 

In friendship, as in love, dissimilarity often proves 
rather an attraction than otherwise. It was so in this 
case. Differing in character as much as in looks, the 
young men became devotedly attached to one another, 
and when the Abb^ took up his residence at the Cha- 
teau de Penarvan as chaplain and tutor, they kept up 
a frequent and deeply-learned correspondence. 

Since the year 1792 nothing whatever had been 
heard of Dom Jobin; the Abb^ sadly made up his 
mind that his old college friend had departed this life. 
How could the portly Benedictine have escaped in the 
midst of the revolutionary fray? His grief had been 
great, for he not only lamented the loss of a dear 
and devoted friend, but that of the most learned of 
genealogists. 

The autumn of 1798 was diamtk%to a close. Ma- 
demoiselle JRen^ and the A\>be Y^tto^ \^^\^ ^ "^^ 



L' 
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moment in a state of terrible perplexity. Amongst the 
family portraits was one of a dignitary of the Church, 
but without either name or date attached to it This 
was the only Penarvan who had never been heard of. 
Ren6e had only cared about the military glory of her 
ancestors, and had not in former days taken pains to 
find out anything about this clerical member of the 
family. She could not give the Abb^ the slightest in- 
formation on the subject, or throw any light upon it 
After three years' researches they did not know more 
about this Penarvan than if he had never existed. 

It was a very sore point with the Abb^. After 
rescuing from oblivion so many laymen and warriors, 
it did seem very hard that he could not find even a 
name for the churchman whose portrait was constantly 
before his eyes. After digging up, as it were, out of 
the remotest depths of history so many heroes, it cut 
him to the heart not to be able to do the same by that 
benign and smiling prelate, who could not have lived 
much before the sixteenth century. It was in vain he 
racked his brain. Even in his dreams Jie was haunted 
by this mysterious Penarvan, whom he saw standing at 
the foot of his bed, looking at him reproachfully, as if 
claiming his right to figure in the family history, or 
else he gazed wofuUy on the unwritten page before 
him, forming a sad chasm in his famous work. Often 
and often he used to exclaim, "OW \^^Q>aN.^<^\ss.V^^ 
only been alive I" 
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One evening when he was walking in the park with 
Mademoiselle Ren^e, and they were bitterly lamenting 
the empty space in his manuscript, a peasant appeared 
at the comer of the alley and came up to them with 
a letter in his hand. He gave it to the Abb^ in a sly 
mysterious manner, and went away without waiting for 
acknowledgment or thanks. There was neither name 
or direction on the cover. Who on earth could be 
writing to him? It would hardly have surprised him 
more if a letter from another world had been handed 
to him. He broke the seal, recognized the hand- 
writing, and uttered a joyful exclamation. 

It was a letter from Dom Jobin. Hazlier's great 
rival had miraculously escaped the massacres at Nantes, 
and was living concealed in one of the Faubourgs of 
Rennes. For a few days he happened to be staying 
near Nantes, and was anxious not to leave that part 
of the country without seeing his dear friend Pyrmil. 
The persecution was considerably slackened, still it 
was in secret that he was residing with the Seigneur 
of Plaisance, a small place in the commune of Saint 
Herblain, near the village of La Herissi^re. Here he 
hoped the Abbe would pay him a visit. His corpu- 
lency, which had only increased during the troubles of 
the Revolution, did not permit him to move about 
easily. 

Dom Jobin was not dead\ Ha ^onsJA ^^x^a^wlv 
know something about the mys\.^x\ou's» ^T€^^\e.\ \^. ^cks^j. 
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be confessed that this was the first thought that passed 
through the Abb/^'s mind. He was warm-hearted, and 
deeply attached to his friend, but the ruling passion 
of his soul involuntarily asserted itself on this im- 
portant occasion. He knew where Plaisance was. Many 
and many a time on Sundays after vespers he had 
been wont to wander about the fair meadows, bathed 
by the Ch^sine's diminutive stream, and had often no- 
ticed the house on the hill, now the momentary abode 
of Dom Jobin. Early on the following day he started 
on his journey, promising Mademoiselle Renee not to 
return without ample information about the missing 
Penarvan. 

Off went the Abbe, and Ren^e felt rather glad to 
be left to herself on one of those beautiful days when 
earth and sky seem to unite in a concert of silent me- 
lody. Accompanied by Fergus she walked down to 
the river-side, and followed the pathway leading Jo the 
village of Tiffange. 

They are beautifully picturesque, the banks of that 
little river; the waters of the Amo are not more trans- 
parent, or its overhanging woods and surrounding views 
more lovely. Renee was not easily impressed by ex- 
terior objects', yet almost unconsciously she felt the 
charm of the scenery and of the delightful weather. It 
almost seemed to her as if she had spent three years 
in a crypt, and was gazing again as on a novelty at 
the green fields and deep co\ouim% ol ^^ Vs^^^ 
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glades. She breathed more freely than usual. It was 
a relief not to hear for a while the voice of the good 
Abbe, alwajrs harping on the same theme. Her step 
Was more brisk than usual, and an unwonted colour 
tinged her pale cheeks. 

Nothing was changed in her destiny. She did not 
admit the possibility of any change. During the last 
year two or three of the young noblemen in the neigh- 
boorhood had proposed for her, but she was firmly 
resolved never to discard the moral winding-sheet in 
which she had buried the natural feelings and hopes 
of youth. No, nothing was changed, nor did she ex- 
pect any change in her fate. But some sort of change 
in the spirit of her dream seemed to be stealing over 
her soul on that sunny, beautiful day. In every bush 
the birds were singing; a delicious perfume of spring 
was emanating from every flowery nook; the air played 
softly on her cheek, and the rays of the glorious sun 
seemed to vivify her heart so long closed to everything 
like enjo)rment. 

She could not help noticing, as she walked along, 
how Nature softened the effects and obliterated the 
traces of man's wild fury. Even over the ruins war 
had made green ivy was spreading its soft mantle. 
Life was in every breath which fanned her cheek, 
every sound which filled her ears; every flower, every 
animal, every child that ctoss^A "tet ^^jOcl ^^^tsnr.^ \si 
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Speak of life and joy, and to remind her that there is 
such a thing as happiness in this world. 

At Tiffange she found a village wedding going on. 
Even in most anxious periods and hardest times 
people will fall in love and will marry. The dinner- 
tables were spread under the trees beneath the shade 
of the towers of Gille de Retz's old chateau. Beggars 
without end had flocked to the spot, and were 
clamouring for the remains of the feast, whilst the 
peasants danced to the sound of the binion and the 
bombarde. 

When Ren^e de Penarvan unexpectedly appeared 
amongst these good people, there was a burst of joy- 
ful surprise; they gathered around her with heartfelt 
expressions of S3rmpathy and welcome. The young 
bride, blushing and smiling, asked Mademoiselle de 
Penarvan if she also would not marry one of these 
days. A doud passed over the face of the beautiful 
Mademoiselle Ren^e, who soon departed from the gay 
scene. Sadly and silently she walked home and sat 
down to her solitary meal. She had begged the Abbe 
not to hurry back. It was almost a relief to her, 
great as was her regard for him, to spend a little time 
alone. She had strongly advised him to make the 
most of this opportunity of conversing with Dom 
Jobin, and laying up stores of antiquarian lore for 
their great work. 

She fully expected he would lem^m ^\. Ik^-w^Ks* "vi^ 
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the end of the week. A fit of laziness had come over 
her. She did not feel the least inclined to take up 
lier brush, or open her books of history. For the 
first time in her life she looked somewhat coldly at 
the family portraits, and leaning back in an arm-chair, 
sank into a vague reverie. 

This had lasted for some time, when she was 
suddenly roused from her abstraction by so loud a 
sound of footsteps that the walls and floors of the 
gallery seemed to shake under the unwonted stir. 
The idea of a domiciliary visit crossed her mind. She 
started to her feet, and stood expecting the inroad in 
the attitude of a queen. The door was thrown open, 
and in rushed the Abbe P)rrmil, pale, breathless, 
covered with dust, streaming with perspiration, and in 
a state of excitement impossible to describe. Rente 
was not a nervous person, but she could not help 
feeling alarmed at his strange appearance, and ex- 
claimed — 

"What is the matter, M. rAbb6? Good heavens! 
what can have happened?" 

The Abb6 had fallen on a chair, and was wiping 
his face with his pocket-handkerchief, whilst Rende 
stood near the chimney looking at him in silent 
astonishment. 

"What has happened. Mademoiselle?" at last he 
ejaculated. "Why this has happened: the family is 
not extinct! A Penarvan exists\" 



A DISCOVERY AND A DEPARTURE. 65 

Renee Started. "A Penarvan exists!" Then shrug- 
ging her shoulders, she added, "M. TAbbe, you are 
gone quite out of your mind." 

"No, Mademoiselle Ren^e, I am in my sound 
senses; there exists a Penarvan of the younger branch." 

"You are talking nonsense," Renee replied, almost 
angrily. "My father often told me that the younger 
branch of our family had become extinct before I was 
bom." 

"Monsieur le Marquis was perfectly aware himself 
that this was not the case," the Abb6 answered. 

"I don't understand what you can mean," Ren^e 
retorted; "I must beg you to explain yourself." 

By this time the Abb6 had somewhat recovered 
his self-possession, and he began to relate the par- 
ticulars of his interview with Dom Jobin. It was his 
old friend who had revealed to him the existence of a 
Penarvan of the younger branch. This individual was 
Hving on his paternal estate, a place called La Bri- 
gazi^re, about two miles from Rennes. His father and 
the late Marquis were first cousins, and had always 
taken different lines in the politics of the day. In 
1765 the violent party-spirit awakened in Brittany by 
the affair of M. de la Chalotais had put the last 
stroke to this family feud. The two cousins, who had 
been for some time on very cold terms, tova. ^\val 
moment dropped all intercouise, atv^L ^^cNsx^^ *^^ 
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they would have nothing more to say to one an- 
other. 

The Marquis went further. He chose to announce 
that the younger branch was extinct, and forbade an^ 
allusion to it. 

The Vicomte de Penarvan died a few years be- 
fore the Revolution, leaving a son who had inherited 
his opinions and his feelings, and who had never 
given the least token of his existence to the elder 
branch. 

Mademoiselle Renee had listened to the Abb6 
without giving by word or sign any token of emotion. 
The statement he had made was so exact and circum- 
stantial, Dom Jobin had been so accurate and minute 
as to all its details, and his well-known reputation lent 
such undoubted weight to his testimony, that it was 
not possible to feel a doubt on the subject. A Penarvan 
still existed. 

When the Abb6 had ended his narrative, she 
said — 

"Has Dom Jobin seen him? Does he know him? 
Has he ever talked to him?" 

"No, Mademoiselle, no; he is not personally ac- 
quainted with him, but — but" — and the Abb6 shook 
his head — "he knows a great deal about him." 

**WelI, and what does he say of my cousin? Is he 
worthy of the nanie he bears'^ "Does \v^ l^€^. *^^ ^- 
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sponsibility attached to his position? Has he the 
spirit of a Penarvan?" 

The Abb6 making no immediate reply, she went 
on — "We must write to him. We must invite him 
here. I don't know and I won't know anj^ing about 
the quarrels which divided our parents. Tell him, M. 
I'Abb^, to come to us. He is a Penarvan, and I shall 
receive him as a brother." 

The Abb^ looked deeply distressed, and kept 
staring at his old black stockings as if he were count- 
ing the holes in them. Mademoiselle Ren^e, who 
now thought his first violent excitement had been 
quite natural, was surprised and provoked at his sub- 
sequent silence. 

"I don't understand you, M. I'Abb^," she ex- 
claimed. "You announce to me the most important 
and interesting news in the world, and you don't look 
happy; you show no joy and no enthusiasm." 

"I am full of joy and enthusiasm," the poor Abb^ 
said, in the most doleful voice; "only I am afraid — I 
am rather afraid — " 

"Of what?" she impatiently asked. 

"You know. Mademoiselle, how devoted I am and 
have alwdys been to your family. I could never 
dream of uttering SLaything injurious to its reputation. 
You see, as Dom Jobin was saying this mioming, in 
all great houses there are elder and yo\m%^x \st^>sNsi^^^ 
which we must take care not to mvx. \v^ vo%^*Oasx. "Ss^- 
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does not follow, because they proceed from the same 
stem — '' 

"For Heaven's sake speak plainly, M. TAbbd. What 
are you driving at?" 

"Well-, from what Dom Jobin has told me, I gather 
that your cousin is not quite what we could wish. It is 
not his fault, you see. His father lived with free- 
thinkers, his mother was a La Chalotais. She was 
brought up by her uncle in his irreligious opinions. As 
a child he was allowed to read the writings of M, de 
Voltaire and M. Rousseau — " 

"That was a pity," Ren6e said. "Well, and since 
then?" 

"Well, if bad seed has been sown, how can a good 
harvest be expected. Your cousin imbibed in infancy 
the poisonous doctrines of the day, and when he grew 
up, instead of fighting against the Revolution he sided 
with it." 

"I don't believe it," Ren^e said, in a haughty 
manner. "How could a Penarvan have stained his 
escutcheon with so dire a crime as treason — with the 
blood of his King? I am sure it is a wicked lie, and I 
resent it as such." 

"Oh, dear me!" the poor Abb6 exclaimed, striking 

his forehead, "that is exactly what I was afraid of. 

Just listen to me. Mademoiselle. No one says that 

your cousin had any share in the crimes of the Re- 

volution. Good heavens\ 1 d\d xioX. tft&^n SJcvax. ^^^^ 
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I say is, that this poor youth was carried away by the 
spirit of the times; he was so very young then, and 
gave in to the wild ideas which produced all the mis- 
chief, but he stopped short on the road to crime. He 
is not guilty of shedding, or of encouraging the shed- 
ding, of one drop of blood. If any one had accused 
him of it, I should have exclaimed as you did. I am 
only a poor Abb6, but where the honour of the family 
is concerned — " The Abb^ wiped his forehead, and 
made a gesture which implied that he could not find 
words to express his feelings. 

Ren6e, looking as white as a marble statue, stood 
in the attitude of a judge. At last, more in sorrow than 
in anger, she said — 

"A Penarvan! No wonder he never came near me. 
He could not have met my eyes without sinking into 
the earth with shame. Come, my dear Abb6, we have 
new duties to perform. As there is still a remnant left 
of the old stock, a sprig of the blasted tree, we must 
exert all our efforts to rescue and preserve it. My 
cousin has deeply sinned and disgraced his name, but 
we must not be unforgiving, he is probably by this 
time fiilly sensible of his youthful errors. You must go 
to him and encourage him to return to higher and 
nobler thoughts. If he grieves over his past failings I 
am ready to forgive him." 

The Abb^ maintained an awkward s.i\eri.c^, 

"Fc7u don't answer, you remaiu tTieie as xoNxXfc -as. '^. 
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Stone image," Ren6e cried, quite exasperated. "You 
really ought to have lived in the da)rs of the old Egyp- 
tians. To embalm the dead is all you care about; you 
do not think of the living." 

"But I have not yet told you everything about your 
cousin, Mademoiselle," the poor Abb6 hesitatingly re- 
plied. "He is going to be married." 

"And why should not he marry? I suppose he has 
not made a vow of celibacy. It is quite proper, or 
rather it is very desirable, that he should marry. I hope 
he has made a better choice than his father, and is not 
engaged to the daughter of some parliamentary lawyer. 
He must know that we have always had a supreme 
contempt for that sort of upstart nobility." 

"Would to God," the Abb6 exclaimed, "that 
your cousin had done in that line no worse than his 
father." 

"What do you mean? Is it a misalliance he is 
about to make? Speak, M. TAbb^, speak. Don't you 
see that you are keeping me on tenter-hooks?" 

"Well, Mademoiselle," the Abb6 answered with the 
courage of despair, "if you are determined to know 
all, I can only tell you that your cousin is about to 
marry the daughter of M. Michaud, a miller who has 
made his fortune since the Revolution." 

"The daughter of a miller! Nonsense, M. 
rAbb6." 

''I am only repeating vj^vaX. "Dom ^Oovxv \<^\ \fiR.> 
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and you can judge if he is a man likely to assert an 
untruth." 

"Your Dom Jobin does not know what he is 
talking about. A miller's daughter indeed! What 
has made him think of such a thing? Who told him 
of it?" 

"Everybody. It is no secret, and the marriage 
is talked of all over Rennes and the whole neighboiu*- 
hood." 

"And my cousin has done nothing, said nothing, to 
contradict this report?" 

"Contradict it indeed!" the Ahh6 replied; and for- 
getting for a moment the tragical side of the affair, he 
bedaubed his nose with a large pinch of snuff", and 
added, "M. le Vicomte is a constant visitor at the mill." 
And he went on to relate all the reports he had heard 
as to M. le Vicomte's approaching marriage. En- 
couraged by Mademoiselle Rente's attitude and her 
silence, and supposing her to be taking it all much 
more quietly than he expected, he entered into a 
number of details, and though deeply vexed at heart, 
tried to give a playful tone to the conversation in order 
to lead her to make light of the whole thing. 

"Well, well, Mademoiselle, after all we have no- 
thing to do with the younger branch. The wisest 
thing will be for us not to trouble our heads about 
it, and leave your cousin to shift foi la.vK\s»^\^. "^^ 
Iiave lost a whole day's work at tYie History? oj l>vt 
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House of Penarvatij and we must make up for it to- 



morrow." 



"Really, M. TAbb^, I cannot make you out," Renee 
exclaimed, her eyes flashing in a strange manner. "A 
Penarvan exists, he is the last of his race, and he is on 
the very brink of making a disgraceful marriage, and 
there you sit as quietly as possible, joking, talking, 
holding forth, and taking snuff, as if nothing was the 
matter." 

"But, Mademoiselle — " 

"Oh yes, I am quite edified at your wonderful com- 
posure, for after all what is there in question? No- 
thing but our name and the future of our family. Why 
need we trouble ourselves about it? Oh no; you are 
quite right, take up your pen, give me my pencils and 
my brushes, let us write, and paint, and draw escut- 
cheons and coats of arms. You and I have — of course 
— nothing better to do!" Then suddenly, in a proud 
and imperious manner, she asked, "When is this mar- 
riage to take place?" 

"I do not know exactly," the frightened Abbe 
answered. "In a week they said, or perhaps a fort- 
night." 

"M. l'Abb6, it shall not take place." 

"God grant it, Mademoiselle; but how can it be 
prevented?" 

"7" shall prevent it." 
''Yon, Mademoisellel" 
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"Do you suppose that I shall quietly acquiesce 
in the degradation of our family? that I shall sit and 
witness it with folded arms? I vowed to preserve un- 
stained the honour of our race, and I shall keep my 
vow. I tell you again, M. I'Abb^, that this marriage 
shall not take place. You must begin at once to get 
everything ready for our departure. We shall set off 
the day after to-morrow." 

"We shall set off!" the Abbe repeated, with a look 
of utter dismay. "And in the name of goodness where 
are we going?" 

"To Rennes first, and then to La Bngazi^re." 

"But, Mademoiselle — " 

"No buts, M. TAbbe; if you do not like to come 
with me, I shall go alone. I have given sufficient 
proofs that I am not afraid of travelling without com- 
panions." 

"I will follow you, Mademoiselle, wherever you go; 
but what will become of the History of the House of 
Penarvan?^* 

"We shall be working at it, M. TAbbe, in the best 
manner possible, if we prevent a history which began 
in pride and honour from ending in shame and dis- 
grace." 

Upon this Mademoiselle retired, leaving the Abbe 
to his reflections. What a day he had spent! what a 
multitude of emotions he had gone l\ff om^\ "SxrsX. "Cssa. 
intense joy at hearing that theie -wais ^N3k^ ^k.^^^'sxs'^^ 
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in the world; then despair at learning that this last 
scion of the race was by no means a mirror of chivalry. 
A Penarvan brought up in democratic principles! A 
Penarvan who had abetted the Revolution! A Penar- 
van about to marry the daughter of a miller ! 

If the Abb6 had not been able to brook the idea 
of there having been a bandy-legged member of the 
race, how could he endure the thought of all the 
crookedness of mind and principles implied in Dom 
Jobin's description of the only remaining representative 
of the family. These thoughts had disturbed him 
during all the time it had taken to return from Plais- 
ance to the chateau. His heart had sunk within him 
at the idea of having to inform the Marquis's daughter 
of these melancholy facts, and now, to crown his 
miseries, he was going suddenly to be disturbed from 
his work, carried off on a wild-goose chase, severed 
from his beloved books and manuscripts, and violently 
dragged from amongst his cherished dead into uncon- 
genial association with the living — the History of the 
House of Penarvan was interrupted, perhaps indefinitely 
postponed. 

He could not help feeling a sort of resentment 
against Dom Jobin. Why had he come and thrust 
himself in his way? Why could he not have stayed 
quietly at home, that fat old Benedictine? Moreover, 
this famous genealogist, as he had always been sup- 
posed to be, did not knovy on^ \A^ xaox^ \)aasi V^ ^^ 
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himself as to the name and history of the mysterious 
prelate. It remained just as great a puzzle as ever. 
The Abbe was not the least further advanced on that 
point than the day before, only, whereas he was then 
only bothered about one dead Penarvan, he had now 
on his hands a living one. 

The prospect of a visit to La Brigaziere horrified 
him. In order to soften matters he had concealed 
from Mademoiselle Ren^e several things Dom Jobin 
had told him, and his hair stood on end at the idea 
of entering the house of the ci-devant Vicomte. Then 
what was he to do about his dress? His cassock was 
full of holes, his shoes worn out, his stockings in an 
indescribable state. What a wretched appearance he 
would make. What would the younger branch think 
of the chaplain, the tutor, the historian of the elder 
branch? 

It was late before he retired to bed, and he did 
not close his eyes till day-break. When he opened 
them an agreeable surprise awaited him. Spread upon 
three chairs before the window, in the bright sunshine, 
he beheld a complete new set of clothes, including a 
pair of boots. He had not noticed them the night be- 
fore. Mademoiselle Ren^e, who looked after his tem- 
poral concerns as if he had been a child, had ordered 
these things some weeks before. They had arrived 
during his absence, and, as it proved, in the nick of 
time. 
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The good Abbe was quite cheered by this happy 
coincidence, and, once attired in his new clothes, felt 
quite in good spirits. Mademoiselle de Penarvan's 
resolution struck him in a new light. He thought it 
an act of heroism worthy of his pupil, and began to 
share her enthusiasm. The unknown cousin rose be- 
fore him in less dark colours than on the previous 
day, and the prospect of the journey began rather on 
the whole to smile to him. It was not quite impos- 
sible, either, that at La Brigazi^re some information 
might be obtained about the prelate whose memory 
perpetually haunted him. 

Mademoiselle Ren^e was also up with the lark, 
and applpng herself with a feverish impatience, pro- 
ceeding partly from indignation and partly from ex- 
citement, in making preparations for her expedition. 
If the truth must be said, she did not dislike the 
thought of it. The History of the House of Penarvan 
no longer satisfied her restless spirit. Now, instead of 
painting the exploits of her ancestors, she was about 
to enter on a desperate struggle for the honour of 
their name and the glory of their race. This journey 
she looked upon as a sort of crusade in behalf of all 
that was most precious to her. "A miller's daughter!" 
she kept ejaculating. "We shall see. Monsieur my 
cousin, we shall see if such a disgrace cannot be 

She communicated hex etv\kas\^s«\ Vo ^^ KsSs:^^^ 
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who really felt as if they were setting out on an heroic 
enterprise, and was almost inclined to ask her to fasten 
a badge on his new cassock. All the servants were 
unusually busy. Ren^e went about giving her orders. 
A new life seemed to animate the chateau. She was 
of too proud a nature to indulge in small feelings of 
vanity, but still she was bent on appearing in a 
manner suitable to her rank, and did not mean to 
show herself at La Brigazi^re like a fallen queen. For 
the first time she felt grateful to the Abbe for having 
preserved for her various articles of dress which had 
belonged to her days of wealth and splendour. There 
was in the coach-house, too, an old landau which 
had escaped destruction. It was brought out for the 
occasion, but as a measure of prudence the armorial 
bearings were effaced. It was cleaned, and polished, 
and repaired. 

Meanwhile the Abb^ went to the nearest town to 
get passports and sell some trinkets, the price of 
which was to furnish the necessary means for the jour- 
ney. 

The following day, at twelve o'clock, the carriage, 
with two horses and a post-boy, was at the door; a 
footman and a lady's maid were seated in the rumble, 
and the other servants standing around looking be- 
wildered at this great event. 

Mademoiselle de Penarvan, in a becomuA% ^jmI 
graceful toilette, appeared ou lT[ve ^X.e^'s* es^coAfc^ V^ 



78 THE HOUSE OF PENARVAN. 

the Abbe, who was greatly excited. His enthusiasm 
had gone on increasing by degrees, and dreams of the 
days of chivalry were passing through his mind. Ren^e 
took leave of her household, and got into the carriage. 
It was some time before the Abba's long legs and Fer- 
gus's paws could arrive at a satisfactory combination. 
At last off went the coach, the post-boy cracked his 
whip, the horses set out at a brisk pace, and for a 
moment it seemed as if the Chateau de Penarvan had 
returned to the splendour of olden days. 

The weather was fine, the roads pretty good, and 
the journey to Rennes was accomplished without any 
particular difficulty. They stopped at the Hotel de la 
Nation , formerly that of the Grand Monarque. There 
they heard that there was indeed a place called La 
Brigazi^re, belonging to a certain ci-devant called Paul 
de Penarvan. It was about five miles off, but the 
state of the cross-roads was so bad that it was quite 
impossible to get there in a carriage. Mademoiselle 
Renee's coach, which might have figured in one of 
Van der Meylen's pictures, could as easily have made 
its way through the lanes in question as a three-decker 
in the waters of La Vilaine. She had anticipated this 
difficulty, and made up her mind to sleep at Rennes, 
giving orders that two riding-horses should be ready 
for herself and her companion early on the following 
morning, 

A lovely day it turned out, wid o\a \:^<^ \x^^<ec5.. 
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seated each on a mule, rode slowly along the narrow 
lanes to La Brigaziere. The Abba's figure and attitude 
bore a marked resemblance to the pictures of Don 
Quixote, and Renee in her riding-habit, plain collar, 
yellow gloves, grey hat, and red feather, looked like 
one of the heroines of the Fronde. Her heart was 
beating with intense excitement. The bracing air, the 
unusual exercise, and the eager combativeness which 
was animating her to this enterprise, had flushed her 
cheeks with unwonted colour. The masses of golden 
hair round her forehead seemed to glitter in the sun- 
shine, and gave a softened expression to her features. 
She looked a picture of youth and beauty of the most 
dazzling kind. Not even when galloping to cover 
amidst her joyous tribe of brothers had she ever ap- 
peared to greater advantage than during this morning 
ride across the scented moorlands and the dewy lanes 
through which she hurried on her palfrey. 

But in proportion as her excitement increased did 
the Abbe's diminish. He had boldly seated himself 
in his saddle in the happy, contented possession of his 
new clothes, and rode with majectic dignity through 
the streets and suburbs of Rennes, unmindful of the 
surprise which this singular cavalcade excited amongst 
the early risers of the town. But when he found him- 
self in the solitary lanes his spirits began to flag and 
his heart to sink within him. All th^ ^.-^^it^Vsexsj^^x.^^^ 
which bad been lulled by the ftisV. e.^c\\fcTCiKo^ '^S. 
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travelling rose again with redoubled strength. All 
Dom Jobin's unfavourable reports of Paul de Penarvan's 
character and principles came into his mind, and at 
each farm-house or building he saw at a distance 
which might possibly be La Brigaziere his fears deep- 
ened, and he felt in no hurry at all to arrive at the 
end of the journey. Most patiently he suffered his 
steed to linger before the bushes, or to crop the grass, 
so that they often lagged behind, and Ren^e kept 
turning back and crying, "Come on, M. TAbb^, come 
on. What are you about?" Fergus, who made one 
of the party, scoured the fields and chased the larks 
out of the furrows. 

The sun had drunk up the dew on the foliage, 
the thatched roofs crackled under the intensity of its 
burning rays, the trees gave no shade in the noontide 
hour as the mules slowly progressed, and La Brigaziere 
seemed, as they advanced, to recede before the travel- 
lers. The fact was that, in spite of the directions 
given them at Rennes, they had lost their way in the 
woodland labyrinth where they had strayed. At last 
they reached a spot where five alleys met. Ren^e 
stopped and looked about her rather dismayed. The 
Abb6 did not utter a word. 

"What do you advise, M. TAbb^? Which of these 
roads would you be inclined to take?" 

Ms 70U are so good, Mademoiselle, to ask my 
opinion, I should say tlial \X. ^o>3\^ \i^ \i^NX^T \:t^\. n.^ 



A DISCOVERY AND A DEPARTURE. 8 1 

go on any further and to retrace our steps. It is al- 
ways easier to know where one comes from than where 
one goes." 

"What has happened to you, M. TAbb^? Yester- 
day, and even this morning, you were all on fire about 
our expedition. Really you looked and talked as if 
we were on our way to the Holy Land, and now you 
propose to turn back! I am sorry for you, but it is 
too late now — " 

"It is never too late to do a wise thing," the Abbe 
answered, somewhat testily. 

"It is a pity your wisdom does not make you know 
your own mind," Mademoiselle Renee impatiently re- 
plied. 

"We have been wandering about for four hours. 
Mademoiselle, and I think that as we cannot find our 
way, Providence — " 

"Oh, indeed! You think that Providence was 
bound to send us an angel to show us the way to La 
Brigazi^re, or perhaps you expected a pillar of clouds 
to precede us like the Israelites in the desert." 

"Come, Mademoiselle," the Abb^ rejoined,. for he 
was getting quite desperate; "believe me, let us go 
home as fast as we can. It is really a very rash enter- 
prise. How could we ever think of such a thing? We 
don't know what may be the character and habits of 
M. your cousin. Can you expect that if he has made 
up his mind to many that miWei's Aa.M^\j^x ^ovix >^^ 

r^ 'Ci/ies ^ Oe yaUey, etc. ^ 
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ing him a visit will prevent it? What will you say to 
him? and what sort of an answer do you expect from 
him? Who knows that we shall not fall into the midst 
of a revolutionary hornet's nest? It is not that I am 
afraid of martyrdom — I am quite ready to die in de- 
fence of my principles; but the daughter of the. Mar- 
quis de Penarvan must not be exposed to such strange 
risks. I do beseech you, Mademoiselle — " 

The good Abbe's speech was cut short by the ap- 
pearance of a ragged, bare-footed little girl, who with 
a switch in her hand was driving before her a flock of 
goshngs, 

"I say, my child," Mademoiselle Ren^e called oat, 
"which is the way to La Brigazi^re?" 

"That way, my lady," the little girl answered, 
pointing to the lane she had just emerged from. 
"When you turn the comer you will see M. Paul, who 
is standing basking in the sun at the gate of the court- 
yard." 

"M. rAbb6," exclaimed Ren6e, "you can go and 
wait for me at Rennes;" and off she went at a canter, 
followed by the anxious Abb6. 

A few minutes afterwards they came to a ttiming 
in the lane, and stopped in front of a place which had 
nothing very lordly about it, but which might have 
been considered a chateau when compared with the 
miserable tenements in the neighbourhood. The house, 
built partly of wood and parl\y oi ^\,oiifc, ^XooAXi^fc*** 



an orchard and a spacious yard, surrounded by a 
number of farm-buildings and sheds. A little further 
on the thatched roofs of a small village rose from the 
midst of the thick foliage. 

At the entrance of the yard, the gates of which 
were wide open, stood, like a sign-post, a tall, good- 
looking youth, dressed like a working farmer; his hair 
rather unkempt, his waistcoat open; around his sun- 
burnt neck a light-coloured handkerchief carelessly 
tied. Robust as he looked, there was something refined 
in the features of this young man not all in keeping 
with his dress. His hands were tanned, but had pre- 
served their delicate shape. The expression of his 
race seemed to indicate a gentle, happy, genial na- 
ture. 

Mademoiselle Ren6e and the Abb6 gazed on him 
for a few moments in complete silence. 

"He does not look fierce," the Abbe ejaculated, 
soi^o voce. 

. "He is indeed a Penarvan," said Ren^e, who at 
once recognized in the young stranger the character- 
istic features of her family. "Monsieur TAbb^, go and 
announce to him my arrivaL" 

The Abb6 seated himself firmly in his saddle, 
pushed on quite re-assured, and beginning to feel much 
satisfied with the part he was about to act in this 
wonderful adventure. 
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CHAPTER III. 
La Brigazi^e. 

In noble as well as royal families there is always 
a tendency in the younger branch to take up a line of 
opposition to the elder branch, as a sort of consolation 
for its natural inferiority, and if a turn in the wheel of 
fortune makes it desirable, there always remains the 
option of adopting the opinions or the prejudices so 
long condemned or ridiculed. Whilst the Marquis de 
Penarvan lived as a grand seigneur in his princely 
chateau, the Vicomte Joseph de Penarvan led the life 
of a farmer at his small manor-house. The Marquis 
feasted on the venison he hunted on his wide domains, 
the other on the lean rabbits he shot in his bushes. 
There had never been much affection between the two 
cousins, but they met occasionally up to the time when 
politics completely divided them. After the Vicomte 
had spent a few weeks at the chateau enjoying its 
luxurious hospitality, and then returned to his home, 
his humble fare, his inferior wine, and compared his 
two shooting dogs with his cousin's magnificent pack, 
he used to meditate very deeply on the organization 
of society, and was very much inclined to think that 
nothing in itds world was gom^ on a.^ ^ owl^cA.. These 
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reflections gradually led him to adopt the philosophical 
ideas then afloat. He gave himself out as a reformer 
of abuses, spoke disparagingly of his ancestors, cor- 
responded with d'Alembert, made advances to the op- 
position members in the Parliament of his province, 
and sent articles to the Encyclopedia in which he de- 
claimed against feudal institutions. This did not interfere 
with his rigid exaction of tithes, or prevent him from 
exercising his own feudal rights with unmerciful sever- 
ity. The two cousins began to see very littie of each 
other, and at last a violent quarrel put an end to all 
intercourse between the two branches of the Pen- 
arvans. 

Since the time of the Vendean wars it has been 
the custom to speak of Brittany as an essentially and 
exclusively monarchical country; the real fact being 
that the great Vendean insurrection was in its first 
stage nothing but the heroic rising of a deeply religious 
people, jealous of its rights and liberties, and fighting 
against the Republic not so much for the restoration 
of the throne as for the defence of its altars and its 
freedom. Brittany became, like Switzerland, a land 
of warriors as soon as it saw its faith attacked and its 
constitutional rights infringed. It would have fought 
against the Monarchy if the Monarchy had attempted 
to oppress the conscience of its populations, or to 
threaten seriously the traditions oi \\.s ^a.\x^^xOcisii\\\s.. 
From J 26s to 1770 that pxovmc^> ^\v\c)cl ^:«^x^?^- 
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five years afterwards rebelled against the tyranny of 
the Convention, held its ground against the royal 
authority, and though the points in dispute related 
only to some financial edicts, which were indeed an 
infringement of the traditionary privileges of Brittany, 
the struggle between the Crown and the Parliament 
very nearly brought on a regular insurrection. 

M. de la Chalotais from his prison had given the 
signal of resistance. His name became the rallying- 
point of the opposition, and during five years of agita- 
tion and disturbances monarchical Brittany was threaten- 
ing to become under the reign of Louis le bien aimi 
the scene of a formidable revolt if the King's Govern- 
ment had not thought it prudent to capitulate. 

This long struggle had divided the gentlemen of 
Armorica. The poorer portion of the nobility, living, 
as many of them did, in obscure retirement in their 
chateaux, were for the most part in favour of the 
magistrate who was fighting the battle of independence. 
The wealthy aristocracy, which was more or less con- 
nected with the Court, and who had more respect for 
royal than parliamentary authority, had unanimously 
sided against the rebellious functionaries. It may be 
easily supposed that the two branches of the Penarvan 
family took different sides in this conflict. The Vicomte 
had embraced with ardour M. de la Chalotais* cause, 
because he was an enemy oi \]ia£ "i^-^xs^YXs*, ^xA^^r^p^l 
^or him with all his might. TYie ^axc^\^ V^^ ^ 
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entertained a great contempt for the magistracy and 
the bar. He was an intimate friend of the Due 
d'Aiguillon, the governor of Brittany, and was in- 
dignant that a party crushed long ago under the iron 
heel of Louis XIV. should have ventured to raise its 
head. The quarrel between the two cousins was an 
accomplished fact even before the Lord of La Briga- 
zi^e had raised a final obstacle to any possible recon- 
ciliation by the desperate step he took at the very 
height of the conflict: he married the niece of M. de 
la Chalotais. The Marquis, who was already ex- 
asperated against his cousin, considered this marriage 
as an insolent act of defiance. He told all his friends 
and acquaintances that the younger branch was extinct, 
and eight days after his marriage, in the midst of his 
honeymoon, the Vicomte received the following com- 
plimentary note: — 

"The Marquis de Penarvan has the honour of in- 
forming you of the irreparable loss he has sustained 
through the decease of his cousin, the Vicomte Joseph 
de Penarvan, who departed this life in his manor- 
house of La Brigazi^re on the day of his marriage 
with Mademoiselle de la Chalotais." 

The gentleman farmer never again went near his 
relative, and did not fare the wois^ fat ^'t ^^\:&sxis:ft. 
pronounced upon him, but to the da^ ol\tt.^ ^^%:s^V^ 
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nursed a bitter resentment against the Marquis, and 
transmitted this feeling to his son. On the other hand, 
Renee and her brothers grew up in total ignorance 
that a branch of their family lived in the neighbour- 
hood of Rennes. It had never been alluded to by 
anybody at the chateau. The Marquis had been pro- 
foundly silent on the subject, and the same reserve 
existed on the side of the family at La Brigazi^re. 
Means of communication were so scarce at that time 
in the provinces that the chateau and the manor-house 
were practically further apart than Paris and Cairo 
now-a-days, and it is more than probable that without 
Dom Jobin Rende would have long remained in com- 
plete ignorance for her cousin's existence. 

In 1798 this cousin was thirty years of age. His 
mother had died young. His father had imbued him 
in his childhood with the modem philosophical ideas, 
and pointed out to him the defects and vices of social 
life. The son of the philosopher naturally became a 
Revolutionist. In '89 he had been the Mirabeau of 
his village. After the night of the 4th of August he 
renounced his title, and gave a great example of self- 
sacrifice by knocking down the single turret of the 
manor-house, which still gave it a lordly appearance. 
Later on he had persisted in the same ideas, though 
he lamented the crimes of the Revolution. He had 
never been mixed up m\3Q. zxcj oi \\s» m\Q^\ii<K5>^ but 
Jj^d maintained sl sufficieiitXy %c>o^ \^Y^\.^^q^ ^^ "^ 
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patriot to ensure him a quiet life in his rural domain, 
where he was allowed to plant his cabbages unmolested. 
Living familiarly with his peasants, angry when his 
servants called him M. le Vicomte, he used from a 
love of equality to harness his oxen himself. Out of 
hatred for class privileges he liked better to wear 
wooden shoes than leather boots, and allowed his hens 
the liberty of laying their eggs in the drawing-room. 
He worked hard in his fields, and was a kind, honest- 
hearted fellow. Tall, strong, with a good figure, a 
pleasing countenance, and something distinguished 
even in the midst of his rustic habits, his appearance 
was an involuntary protest against his opinions. Nature 
asserted her rights, and refused to let him look like a 
good Democrat. 

News circulated slowly in those days. The ruin of 
the House of Penarvan had been consummated months 
before the report of it reached La Brigazi^re. Paul 
had of course been educated in any but respectful 
feelings towards the elder branch of his family. The 
history of the quarrel between the Marquis and his 
father had been the origin of his political opinions 
and a subject of rankling resentment. He knew that 
he had a cousin^ whose commanding beauty was spoken 
of in all the province, and that her brothers were grow- 
ing up in the midst of wealth and luxury. Sometimes 
when he was sitting in the comei oi \i3» ^o\\^'ax^ \sfta3S^^ 
or walking over the moorland mt\i \m.s V^o ^Q>^n ^^^^ 
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a faint hope of shooting a thm hare or rabbit, he 
thought with envy of the hunting-parties, the f§tes, and 
hospitality of the old chateau. Not having any idea 
that they were ignorant of his existence, and believing 
that they had inherited their father's hatred of his 
parents, he had always felt as if he was an object of 
dislike and scorn to these proud relatives, and had 
indulged a sort of dislike to them bordering on hatred; 
whilst at the same time he could not help feeling a 
secret respect for that House of Penarvan whose great- 
ness and pride fascinated him even though he rebelled 
against this involuntary inconsistency. 

There are sorrows which soften and disarm the 
most deep-seated and natural animosities. When Paul 
heard of the catastrophe his first impulse was to write 
to his cousin and to stretch out his hand to her across 
the abyss which separated them. But pride and 
shame combined to check this generous act He felt 
humiliated when he thought of the heroic deaths of 
the Marquis and his four sons; and what he had 
heard of Mdlle. de Penarvan, of her haughtiness and 
exclusive devotion to the political creed he had ab- 
jured, was not calculated to encourage him. He waited 
for some indication, some token that would have made 
an opening for him, and not receiving even an an* 
nouncement of the death of his relatives, he made up 
his mind to remain aloof. Bwt ^iSaft ^\^D&a x^^^wd 
from those in adversity aie som^Xitcv^'^ ^^w \ssj. 
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wounding than the scorn of the prosperous. The ob- 
stinate silence of the young patrician implied a degree 
of contempt which embittered Paul to the highest 
degree. There is a pride even more acute than that 
of a poor aristocrat, and that is the pride of a poor 
republican gentleman-. Paul ended by turning into 
ridicule the good impulse he had felt. Sometimes he 
laughed at the royal airs that Mdlle. Rende gave her- 
self in her ruined chateau, but under his peasant's 
dress and his affectation of democratic indifference he 
cx)uld not refrain from honouring the ancestral blood 
which flowed in her veins, and her worship for the 
traditions which he disclaimed. 

Dom Jobin's statements to the Abb6 Pyrmil were 
therefore in a great measure correct. As to the ap- 
proaching marriage of the last of the Penarvans, the 
state of the case was as follows: — 

Paul had a neighbour called M. Michaud, a miller, 
who had gradually attained the position of one of the 
principal persons of the village. He had made his 
fortune as a corn-factor without any glaring dishonesty, 
had bought land at a low price, possessed a pretty 
house on the river-side, and an only daughter of 
eighteen. Mdlle. Irma had grown up amongst her 
father's sacks of flour; attempts had been made rather 
late to improve her education. She was not hand- 
some, but she had the good looks ^\v\Oa \i^<3^% \si 
routb and health: bright eyes, viTail^ V^eiOcL, ^.Njacrafc^- 
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up nose, cheeks of the colour of a ripe peach. In 
spite of a few little failings, she was on the whole an 
excellent girl, and would have been charming if she 
had been left in the simplicity of her early days at the 
mill. M. Michaud was a good-natured, condescending 
Revolutionist. He had generoifsly overlooked Paul's 
aristocratic descent and condoned his ancestry. He 
had even extended his indulgence so far as to attract 
him to his house by all sorts of civilities and compli- 
ments. Great patriot and ardent Republican as he 
was, the good man thought it well to be prepared for 
every event. Nothing in this world is eternal. Some 
people thought that the old state of things might re- 
turn, and the idea that in that case his daughter would 
awake one day and find herself Vicomtesse de 
Penarvan somewhat tickled his fancy, and consoled 
him in the prevision of the fall of the directory and 
the restoration of the throne. He already saw him- 
self reigning at La Brigaziere, making moats round 
the house and building towers. Like a clever specu- 
lator, he was making every effort to get possession of 
a coin not at that moment current, but likely at some 
approaching day to prove truly valuable. Irma was 
quite disposed to second her parent's views, and Paul, 
who had no suspicions, to be caught in the trap. He 
was constantly going to the house on the river-side, 
and always found there a 3oyi\i\ 'w^Ycoxaa ^\:A %. C^ank 
hospitality. Irma bestowed upoii Vvca ^^c\q^x^ ^xss^^^^ 
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and M. Michaud produced his best wine. In order to' 
disarm completely the pride of the ex-nobleman, cun- 
ning M. Michaud never lost an opportunity of pointing 
out the complete extinction of the aristocracy, of bury- 
ing it deep under ground, and exulting over its decease 
with all the spirit and grace of a playful bear. "Stuff 
and nonsense about ^ferquises and viscounts. Good 
citizens now were the rulers of the world." And then 
after singing the praises of Democracy, equality, and 
fraternity, he was wont to take hold of the arm of his 
guest and to walk him through his fields and orchards, 
to point out their increasing value, and to intimate 
that they would form a part of Mdlle. Irma's portion. 
Paul drank M. Michaud's wine, eat his good dinners, 
smiled and talked with the young lady, but no idea 
of marrying her seemed ever to cross his mind. M. 
Michaud felt the necessity of bringing the Viscount to 
the point. At the close of a beautiful autumnal day, 
after a very exquisite dinner, during which the miller 
and his daughter had been more than usually cordial, 
and the latter had displayed many little coquettish 
wiles, M. Michaud walked part of the way home with 
his guest, and broke the ice in the following way: — 

"My dear boy, you know how much we like you, 
and what a pleasure it is to my daughter and myself 
to see you often. I do not want to pay you compli- 
ments, but it is really true that you are the life and 
soul of our humble home. It is lioX. ^qmx l^yi^ '^'^ 
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you belong by your birth to the old state of things. 
You are a trae patriot and a sound Republican. But 
I am obliged to tell you that your constant visits to 
our house are a disadvantage to my daughter. People 
make remarks about it, and everybody is surprised 
that you have not yet proposed for her. Great as is 
my friendship for you, Irma's'^B^litation must be my 
first care. Our ideas of morality, my dear friend, are 
not those of the old defunct aristocracy. Honour and 
virtue are our democratic titles of nobility. You really 
must make up your mind, my dear Paul. You have 
known us a long time. In our humble abode there 
are indeed no gilded panels. Simplicity and fraternity 
reign under our roof. Irma is a blooming flower, and 
if you like to look over my account-books you will see 
that I have spared no expense for her education. As 
to old Father Michaud himself, every one knows what 
has been his life and what is his fortune. I do not 
want to press you for an immediate answer. You can 
take time to think about it. If you wish to belong to 
our family, I can get over your having borne a title 
which has now become a dead letter. You are a liv- 
ing proof that everywhere honest men are to be found. 
If you make up your mind the other way, you must 
leave off coming to see us. Irma must not be made 
the subject of vulgar gossip. It would break her heart 
if she thought people said ill-natured things about 
j^our visits. In any case, "wt ^^JX ^n^x x^\s\3»ss.>Mfflted 
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in our common mother, the holy and undivided Re- 
public, which never can perish, whatever the reaction 
may attempt And now, good-bye and good night It 
is getting late. The sluices are raised, and I hear the 
clapping of the mill." 

This said, M. Michaud shook hands with Paul, and 
left him in a state of 4Rreme astonishment. The idea 
of marrying or even of flirting with Mademoiselle Irma 
had not crossed his mind. He had not attached any 
importance to her coquettish ways, and had thought 
seriously of nothing at the mill except the goodness 
of M. Michaud's dinners. There are certain high-bom 
instincts in those who descend from an ancient race 
which re-assert themselves at times in spite of every 
effort to suppress them. And Paul de Penarvan, who 
fancied he had got over all the prejudices of the class 
to which he belonged, felt at that moment rising up 
in his soul the old leaven of aristocratic pride and a 
lingering reverence for the house he belonged to. He 
came home rather out of sorts and very little pleased 
with M. Michaud's proposal. But when he awoke on 
the following morning his mind was somewhat changed. 
He was struck with the want of order in his house, 
with the dilapidated state of his possessions — his linen 
in rags, his coats without buttons, his room a regular 
repair for rats. At breakfast his bacon and omelette 
were badly cooked, and his wine had never tasted so 
sour. Aiier all the Michauds wer^ verj ^oo^^ ^^^-^^^r.. 
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He was the most prosperous miller in the neighbc 
hood, and Irma was reckoned a beauty. He, P; 
was thirty, and ought to be thinking of marrying, 
would not do to vegetate and grow old in solitii 
Had he expected to marry a Rohan or a Montmoren 
He was plunged in these thoughts whilst standing 
fore his door with his wooderf^oes on and his ha 
in his pockets. Whatever side he looked, he sa\«s 
the full sunshine the woods, the fields, and the mead< 
belonging to M. Michaud. He was not mercenary, 
still this was rather a tempting prospect. And tl 
he thought of the changes that would take place 
La Brigaziere under the good management of a you 
active, intelligent, and good-humoured mistress, 
pictured to himself Irma governing her little kingd< 
getting everything into proper order, and moving 
and about the house from the kitchen to the parl( 
from the garden to the poultry-yard. It was rathe 
pleasing fancy, and he indulged in these hon 
dreams. When the thought of his relatives again 
curred to him, he rubbed his hands and said to h 
self that he did not see what he owed to the mem 
of a family who had rejected him before he was b( 
or to a cousin who treated him with haughty disd; 
Raking up all the old series of affronts and slights 
had been subjected to, bitterness and wounded pi 
rose uppermost in his mind, and it struck him that 
best method of revenge he cou\d aido^V ^^\i\&. \i^ 
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marry Mademoiselle Michaud. This would be the 
severest blow he could inflict on his illustrious an- 
cestors. He meant to announce the marriage to Ma- 
demoiselle Renee, and even politely to invite her to 
the wedding. It amused him to think of the indigna- 
tion the proud damsel would feel when she heard that 
the last of the Penarvans had thrown to the winds the 
titles, honours, and armorial bearings of his race, and 
given his hand to the heiress of M. Michaud's sacks 
of flour. But though he laughed over this prospect, 
and in spite of all the good reasons in favour of the 
misalliance^ he still hesitated so completely to bum his 
ships as to his aristocratic position. Small things often 
turn the scale in struggles of this kind. The clock 
struck twelve. This was the hour when he always 
went to the mill-house to play at bisique with M. 
Michaud. Habit is a tie as slender as gossamer and 
as strong as the cable of an anchor. He was just 
turning round to go up-stairs and change his dress, 
and had nearly made up his mind to propose for Ma- 
demoiselle Lma, when he saw at the end of the lane 
a couple of riders advancing towards his gate. He 
stopped to see where they were going. 
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CHAPTER IV. 
A Transformation. 

The Ahh6 stopped at the door of the dairy and 
dismounted. During the short interval that had elapsed 
since Renee had desired him to precede her, he had 
prepared a little speech suitable for the occasion; but 
once in Paul's presence, he forgot everything but the 
fact that he was a Penarvan, and stood gazing upon 
him with visible emotion. At that moment all fears 
and all prejudices seemed to vanish. All Dom Jobin 
had said disappeared from his mind for the time 
being. Paul looked at him somewhat astonished, and 
at last the Ahh6 managed to briiig out the words — 

"Is it to M. Paul de Penarvan that I have the 
honour of speaking?" 

"Yes, I am Paul de Penarvan," the young man an- 
swered, looking still more surprised. "What do you 
want? Can I do anything for you?" 

"Oh, last scion of a noble race," the Abb6 ex- 
claimed, "would that I could venture to embrace you;" 
and the good Abb^ opened his long, thin arms, which 
seemed wide enough to enclose a world. 

At that instant Mademoiselle Ren6e appeared on 
the scene, Paul, whose aUenViou ^x^.^ \>^^\>l ^^sSsji 
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at first by the Abb6, now saw her just opposite to him 
in the full sunlight and all the splendour of her re- 
markable beauty. He was literally dazzled by this un- 
expected apparition. Then the Abba's voice was heard 
exclaiming — 

"M. le Vicomte, this is your cousin, Mademoi- 
selle Louise, Charlotte, Antoinette, Rende de Penar- 
van, daughter of the late Louis, Charles, Antoine 
Ren6, Marquis de Penarvan, Go and present your 
respects to her." 

Paul stood stock still. Before he had time to re- 
cover his senses, Ren^e had jumped off her mule, and 
going straight up to him, she pulled off her glove, and 
in a frank and courteous manner, offering to shake 
hands with him, said — 

"Good morning, my cousin; I suppose you did not 
expect a visit from me?" 

"No, indeed," Paul answered, blushing to the 
roots of his hair, and kissing the white, fair hand 
extended to him. "If I had expected such an hon- 
our ^" and giving a distressed glance at his dress, 

he did not finish his sentence. 

"What of that?" Renee smilingly said. "You 
live on your own land, you till your own fields. One 
of our ancestors, I forget his name, used to say that 
there is not a nobler weapon than a ploughshare, and 
that he liked better to wear wooden shoes tlvaxv d^jwivc^^ 
pumps/' 

r 
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"It was Mathieu de Penarvan," ejaculated the 
Abb6, who was never at fault in such cases) "the hero 
who, after having helped Charles VH. to recover his 
kingdom " 

Ren^e interrupted him and said — 

"Allow me to present to you the Abb6 Pyrmil, m) 
brothers' tutor and mine." 

"And the historian of your family, M. le Vicomte/ 
the Abb6 added with a low bow. 

"He quite belongs to us,*' Ren6e said; and thei 
Paul, who was beginning to recover his presence o 
mind, answered — 

"Oh, in that case let us shake hands, M. TAbbd." 
"And now will you show me the way, my cousir 
for I suppose that you mean to invite us in?" 

As she said this Ren^e took her cousin's arm, an( 
whilst a farm-servant led the mules to the stables, the; 
all walked to the house which was at the end of th' 
yard. A true Breton farm-yard, with its heap c 
manure, its rustic implements, its crowd of chicken 
pecking about, and a whole army of ducks splashin 
in a large pond. The bees were hunmiing over boi 
ders of bright flowers, the pigeons cooing in the angle 
of the roof; Paul's dogs civUly doing the honours c 
the place to Fergus, who received their overtures wit 
aristocratic condescension. Ren^e, gracefully holdin 
up her riding-habit, walked s\o^Vj otv, ^ \l '^^ ^^^>^^ 
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the smell of the stables, and examined everything with 
approving interest. 

"We call this the Cour d'honneur," Paul said in 
an apologetic tone. 

"Yes, indeed," Ren6e replied, "and you are right 
to call it so; for what can be more honourable than a 
life of labour and usefulness." 

Before going into the house she insisted on visit- 
ing the garden and the orchard; admired the beds of 
vegetables trimmed with borders of thyme, gathered a 
-nosegay of marigolds and china-asters, and eat a peach 
which she asked for as they passed the south wall of 
the orchard. 

Paul, as much astonished at her cordial and fami- 
liar kindness as at her unlooked-for appearance, felt 
quite bewildered. It seemed like an extraordinary 
dream. Could that be the Mademoiselle de Penarvan 
whom he had always heard described as the most 
haughty and proud of women? They conversed to- 
gether, carefully avoiding all irritating subjects. She 
told him thst she had never, till the last few days, 
even known of his existence. He explained that a 
false shame had prevented his writing to her after the 
misfortunes of her family. They were almost like two 
friends meeting together after a long absence. The 
Abh6 kept watching them with a look of mingled fond- 
ness and astonishment; Rente's conduct axid xssasxsNsx. 
-had taken bim as much by surpnse as \\. V^^ SJsv^ ^<a^ccss.^ 



102 THE HOUSE OF PENARVAN. 

lord of the manor. He had expected her to sweep 
like a hurricane through the home of her cousin, and 
could not recover his amazement at her smiling, affec- 
tionate, and familiar manner to him. 

Paul had led his visitor into a room on the 
ground floor, which used to be the drawing-room, and 
still retained some worn-out vestiges of its former 
splendour. It so happened that old Germain, the 
only living relic of former days in the place, had just 
been engaged, almost as if he had been favoured with 
some presentiment of the impending visit, in clean- 
ing the floor, brushing the tables, and pinning up the 
ragged paper on the wall, which was falling to pieces 
from old age. 

"My house, you see, is anything but a palace," 
Paul said, as they sat down in this dilapidated cham- 
ber. 

"Would to God that the sons of the French nobi- 
lity were all at this moment provided with as good a 
roof over their heads," Ren6e replied. "It does not 
signify whether a house is well furnished or not; the 
only important thing is that its master should not dis- 
honour the name he bears." 

These words seemed to Paul de Penarvan like a 

thunder-clap in a fair sky, there was something warlike 

in their sound. He looked at his cousin, and felt as 

if she haA suddenly assumed the aspect of the Made- 

moiselle de Penarvan he Tiad a!t^^.^ ^\sio^^^ \a \ssss»' 
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self before he had seen her. His countenance changed; 
the Ahh6 too moved uneasily in his chair. 

Rende had thrown on the table her beaver hat, 
and was twisting back her beautiful locks. Paul was 
wondering whether this fair-haired Amazon meant to 
treat him as his father had been treated by the late 
Marquis, and with a bitter feeling he called to mind 
the old family feud. The Ahh6 looked first at one 
and then at the other in a supplicating manner, though 
all the time he tried to maintain a dignified com- 
posure. 

"You know, I suppose, when, where, and in what 
way my father and my brothers died?" Ren^e said; 
and then Paul felt convinced that she had sought him 
. for the express purpose of picking a quarrel with him. 
The enmity between the fathers was to be renewed 
between the children. Paul was not a model of polite- 
ness, and he felt very angry that Mademoiselle de 
Penarvan should take upon herself to lecture him. All 
the resentful feelings of his childhood and youth were 
roused by this thought, and he was horribly provoked 
at haAdng been caught like a fly in honey by her gra- 
cious manners and pretty speeches. Her visit, which 
he had looked upon at first in the light of a compli- 
ment, now seemed to him an insult. 

"Come," he said, rather rudely, "no more of this 
sort of thing. Mademoiselle; you are too young to be 
d judge, and I am not young enou^ \.o \k^ Xi^^xv Vi 
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task like a school-boy. Messieurs de Penarvan died 
for a cause which I respect, but for which I have no 
sympathy. Before I came into the world the Marquis, 
your father, took care to sever me entirely fix)m it; I 
thought that you had come here to make up our family 
quarrel, and for my part I was quite ready to forget 
the past. But if I was mistaken, and if your intention 
is to revive old enmities, much as I feel honoured by 
your visit, I am sorry you took the trouble to come; I 
do not consider myself accountable to you or any one 
else for my conduct. God is the only rightful judge 
of our actions." 

"Your conscience, my dear cousin, is perhaps 
somewhat less satisfied than your words would imply," 
Rente quietly answered. 

"My conscience indeed!" Paul indignantly ex- 
claimed. 

"Oh, M. le Vicomte," the Ahh6 cried in a suppli- 
cating tone. 

"What is done never can be undone," Rente said, 
in a sad and earnest manner; "I do not ask under 
what banner you were fighting when our Vendue was 
struggling and dying. We need not speak of the past 
Your uncle and your cousins have bequeathed to you 
duties which you cannot abandon without disgrace; I 
am come to tell you of them if you have never known 
of their existence, or to recall them to your mind if 
j^ou have lost sight of thetu" 



\ 
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It had often occurred to Paul that the position of 
his young relative was a very lonely one, and he really 
imagined that she was appealing to the protection of 
her only surviving relative. Suddenly pacified, he 
said — 

"I assure you^ my dear cousin, that far from shrink- 
ing from those duties, I am proud to accept them, and 
was only waiting for a word of encouragement from 
you to undertake them. Look upon me as a brother 
ready to take the place of those " 

"You have misunderstood me," Ren6e said, inter- 
rupting him with an almost imperceptible smile. "I 
do not require the protection or the assistance of any 
one; I am quite able, if necessary, to protect myself. I 
was not thinking of myself, but of you. I have been 
told that you are going to be married." 

"Who can have told you so?" Paul answered, with 
a scarlet blush. 

"I have even been told," Renee replied, slowly 
and deliberately, "that you are going to be married to 
the daughter of a miller. Can this be true?" 

Paul remained silent for a minute or two, and dur- 
ing that short space of time all sorts of opposite emo- 
tions passed through his mind. At first he was in- 
clined to repudiate all idea of a connection with the 
Michauds, a sort of shame prompted him to take that 
line, but a sudden reaction counteracted tivls \swi^\i3^^^ 
and pride led him to the opposite exUeicve* \IV^'^^^ 
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not meant to -marry Mademoiselle Michaud, the step 
his cousin had taken would be enough, he thought, to 
decide him to propose to her. He felt a spiteful de- 
sire to vex Mademoiselle de Penarvan, and when she 
reiterated her question with a slight tone of impatience, 
and asked — 

"Well, and is it true what people state?" 

He answered with apparent simplicity — 

"Yes, indeed, my dear cousin, I am going to marry 
M. Michaud's daughter." 

"You admit it?" 

"Why should I not admit it? I am getting on in 
life, I shall soon be thirty; people must marry some 
time or other. M. Michaud is a very respectable man, 
his daughter a pretty girl. I see no reason to sup- 
pose she would refuse me, and so we shall marry. It 
is as simple and plain as possible, and no mysteiy 
about it" 

"Have you pledged your word to these people?" 
"No, not yet, but it is as good as settled. I hope, 
my dear cousin, that you will honour the wedding with 
your presence. My bride will be delighted, I am sure, 
to make acquaintance with you. Her manners are not 
courtly, she has none of the style of your great ladies, 
but, dear me, she is as fresh as a rose, and as merry 
as a bird. As to the good man Michaud, he is as 
good as the bread he bakes, 1 laaxrj vciXa ^xi ^-i^- 
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cellent family, and expect to be as happy as the day 
is long." 

"You are not a child; I suppose you have seriously 
reflected on the step you are about to take?'' 

"Oh yes," Paul answered, with a kind of pride in 
his intended misalliance. "If I did not care at all 
about Mademoiselle Michaud it would still be a capi- 
tal affair. The portion which the good miller gives 
his daughter will greatly increase my little property." 

"And this then is the way in which you mean to 
restore to its proper position the house of which you 
are the only support and the last hope," Ren6e said, 
without raising her voice. "It is not enough for you 
that death and ruin have laid it low, you mean to 
heap shame upon those ruins." 

"Oh, if you take it in that way. Mademoiselle," 
Paul exclaimed, "we shall never agree. You forget 
that since the Revolution there is an abyss between 
the past and the present; you speak a language I do 
not understand." 

"So much the worse for you, M. de Penarvan." 

"You are pleased to think so; and all I can say is, 
that I never dreamed of restoring our house to its 
former position. The elder branch of the Penarvans 
taught me humility in my cradle, and I have made 
good use of those lessons. All my ambition is to 
marry a good sort of girl to look after my ^roTjert^^ 
and to bring up my children in \ha \va.\x^^ q>^ ^J^^ass^ 
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prejudices and the love of equality. If this is a shame, 
I am sorry for my ancestors, but they must make up 
their minds to it." 

"Do you think it is worthy of a gentilhomme to in- 
sult your family when it is persecuted, and to betray 
the cause of the aristocracy to which you belong at 
the moment when it is attacked?" 

"But what do I owe to my family? what was my 
position before the Revolution? I was a poor country 
gentleman, and a sort of pariah. We lived in obscurity 
and poverty, and you all treated us with the utmost 
contempt. Your father thought it a good joke to cut 
off my father as far as his pen could do so from the 
land of the living. You did not even know of my ex- 
istence; by a mere chance you happen to hear that 
there is still a Penarvan in the world, and then you 
come; and why did you come? Was it to make friends 
with me? was it to ask me to forget the past? O dear 
no. You had only one object in view, and that was 
to preserve the great name of Penarvan from the shame 
of a misalliance. It would indeed be difficult not to 
be touched by such an act of devotion to your kindred. 
But you must admit, on the other hand, that it would 
be rather too extravagant an instance of chivalrous 
self-sacrifice to devote oneself to a life of celibacy be- 
cause some of our ancestors chose to get themselves 
knocked on the head in llae CiMsades, My ancestors 
had their own views on tlae^^ svsXy^^^i^S ^Ki^^a ^^ ^s&r 
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feirent. I had renounced the prejudices of the French 
nobility long before it was persecuted, and I maintain 
that I neither injure or betray it by marrying accord- 
ing to my own ideas. What does it signify to the 
aristocracy if a farmer marries the daughter of a 
miller? I am, thank God, neither a duke or a mar- 
quis." 

"Not a duke indeed, but, as to a marquis, I should 
like to know what you mean by denying your right to 
that title. After the death of my brothers you were 
heir to it, and since my father's decease you are the 
head of the House of Penarvan. It was not only the 
hope of saving you from a misalliance that brought me 
here; I felt it also to be my duty to acknowledge your 
position as the representative of our family, and one 
to whom I am bound to look up." 

This speech took Paul somewhat aback. He felt 
embarrassed, and perhaps a little secretly flattered. 
The idea of the headship of a noble family, and of 
the privileges and duties involved in that position, 
struck him rather in a new light. He felt a little 
ashamed of all he had been saying, and not sorry to 
show that if he had not despised the refinements of 
aristocratic life he could easily have cut a figure in 
it So in a very courteous manner he said — 

"There are some privileges which no Revolution 
can abolish, my fair cousin; that of beauty still rel^s 
in^^l force, and I shall always \oo\l u^ow m^'s.^si •^^. 



no THE HOUSE OF PENARVAN. 

your vassal. As to my title, it is not worth much in 
these days," he added with a smile, "and I must 
humbly confess that I had never thought about it 
Even when they were the fashion I did not care for 
such empty toys, and now that they are broken " 

"Empty toys!" Rende exclaimed. "Is the reward 
of valiant deeds and heroic services an empty toy? 
is a title which commemorates the merits of twenty 
successive generations an empty toy — a broken toy? 
If so, then history may as well be forgotten, the an- 
nals of the past be torn up, and all memorials of 
valour, honour, and glory be destroyed. Oh yes; 
when all such memories are sunk in oblivion, then 
you may turn our swords, our banners, and our mot- 
toes into so many toys for the amusement of M. 
Michaud's grandchildren; but till that day arrives, 
speak more respectfully of the name and the titles of 
your forefathers." 

"But if such things as nobility and aristocracy 
no longer exist?" 

"Who says they are extinct? I dare say M. 
Michaud has told you so, and you — you, Paul de 
tenarvan, have taken it for granted! The best proof 
that he does not really think so himself lies in the 
fact that he wishes you to marry his daughter. Oh,, 
Marquis de Penarvan, awake — before it is too late — to 
nobler thoughts , to higher aspirations. Assume your 
lightfvd position, undertake \ixe ^xxJos^ "\\. \xvN^S^^^4t*Ks?s. 
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will have to answer for this sacred trust; do not let it 
perish by your means. The future of our house is in 
your hands; do not destroy it at one blow. Who 
dreams of your not manying? Only choose a bride 
worthy of your high lineage. Before long the exiled 
nobles of France will return to their ancestral homes, 
like those brave warriors who, from the field of battle 
where they seem to fall, rise again, lance in hand, full 
of life and vigour. Hold yourself ready for that 
glorious day. The King of France will not be un- 
grateful; fortune will smile again on the old Chateau 
de Penarvan, and your children will grow up in the 
midst of its new splendour." 

'*My children!" Paul repeated, with a bewildered 
look. **But you will marry, my dear cousin^ " 

"I shall never marry, I have made a solemn re- 
solution never to do so; and though you know me 
hardly at all, I think you can pretty well judge that 
I am not a person likely to break such a resolve. No; 
I shall be a proud mother to your sons, and a sister 
to your wife. Will you accept this promise, my dear 
Paul?" 

"But really," Paul ejaculated, and stopped, for he 
was quite overwhelmed by his cousin's energy, as well 
as fascinated by her beauty. 

"I shall bring up your children," Ren6e went on 
to say, "and I engage to make them worthy scions oC 
ounfgLce, Not by teaching them \3ao^^ ^fvx^cv^^^ ^"v. 
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'89, which people make such a fuss about, as if French- 
men had been cowards and slaves up to that time. 
My nephews will know the meaning of that old say- 
ing, * Noblesse oblige,* They will learn that duty is the 
foundation of a useful life, and honour its crown. I 
do not think that your '89 — God save the mark — has 
raised a higher standard or promulgated a better code. 
You and I, Paul, we shall grow old together under the 
shadow of our old ancestral walls, and for my part, I 
shall close my eyes in peace and joy if, before I die, 
I see you the worthy and honoured representative of 
the House of Penarvan." She paused an instant, and 
seeing that Paul was moved and impressed, she then 
asked abruptly — 

"Are you in love with Mademoiselle Michaud?" 

"Oh, no, I don't care for her at all." 

"It is then her fortune that tempts you?" 

"Oh, I am sure that though I said so you do not 
believe it." 

"But then why? explain to me the reason." 
"It is that old P^re Michaud, who not later than 
yesterday kept throwing his daughter at my head," 
Paul said, half angrily. "Pll be hanged if I ever be- 
fore really thought of marrying her. But he insists on 
my making up my mind, and just when you arrived I 
was thinking " 

'*Oh, comej I see notlcim^ is \vo^€^^^^ ^Caex^V "^^^ 
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exclaimed, wiih a smile. "Are we friends, my cousin? 
Is peace signed between us?" 

"Not yet quite ratified, my fair cousin; I must im- 
pose a condition; I cannot accept a visit of a few 
hours from you, I must be allowed to send to Rennes 
for your luggage. M. TAbb^ will take possession of 
my room, and you can have my mother's bedchamber. 
i shall sleep at the farm. It is such a poor sort of 
hospitality I can offer that you would not, I am sure, 
wish to affront me by declining it." 

"What does my tutor think?" Mademoiselle Ren^e 
said, turning to the Abb6, who had been a silent but 
deeply-interested spectator of the scene between the 
cousins. 

Tears of joy were in his eyes, and much flattered 
and pleased at his pupil's deference, he replied — 

"I think. Mademoiselle, that you cannot refuse to 
\ \ grant M. the Marquis the favour he asks." 

"Very well, we accept your invitation, my dear 
cousiUf to spend a few days under your roof, and we 
shall fed that it is a true gentilhomme whose hospitality 
we enjoy." 

"Do not make too sure of that,". Paul answered; 
"but you may be certain that it is that of a man who 
feels deeply grateful for your gracious kindness." 

At that mom"? Id Germain came into the draw- 
ing-room, carryin jray with fruit and brown, bread 
Q^^., Paul went out to give ssatoft oxA^^x^* ^XNns. 
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arrival of the strangers had made a great sensation 
amongst the household and farm -labourers. The 
general impression was that Rente was a persecuted 
princess hiding from the police. The Abb6 was the 
subject of all sorts of suppositions, and the excitement 
general. 

Half-a-dozen men were lounging in the court when 
Paul suddenly tumbled in the midst of them. 

"You are a pretty set," he exclaimed, "idhng here 
in the sun instead of minding your business. What 
are you all about? Why don't you drive those hens 
out of the garden, and carry away that horrid heap of 
manure? and, I say, can't you rake the alleys, and lay 
down gravel in the court? What figures you all look 
— ^just like a set of dirty savages. Go this minute 
and tidy yourselves. I am quite ashamed of you," 
and followed by Germain he hurried to his own bed- 
chamber. 

Germain was an old-fashioned, strange being. He 
had been valet to the Vicomte Joseph, Paul's father; 
had grown up with the deepest feelings of respect for 
the aristocracy, and hatred for the Revolution. The 
political line of his young master had been a cruel 
blow to him. The day when the only turret of the 
manor-house had been pulled down, the old man hid 
himself in a comer, full of shame and despair. He 
disputed every inch of grouud ^X la^.'^xv^^-ikfeK. ^s^^^s^^ 
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the encroachments of Democracy, and, conquered but 
not subdued, lived like a Trojan on the ruins of Hion, 
protesting by his manners, his dress, and his whole 
conduct against modem innovations. 

Carefully powdered and shaved, with his white 
cravat and silver buckles, Germain's dress was in 
complete contrast with Paul's rustic attire. He always 
stood bareheaded in the presence of the young farmer, 
insisted on calling him M. le Vicomte, and on the 
other servants addressing him as M. Germain, Maltre 
d'HoteL 

Faithful to his aristocratic traditions, he prided 
himself on doing no menial work. With a feather 
brush in his hand, he wandered from room to room, 
sweeping away the light dust from the worn-out 
furniture as carefully as in its days of early splendour. 
Paul loved the old man and never meddled with his 
fancies. Germain detested the Michauds; with the 
instinct of a faithful dog he had sniffed the danger 
lying in that direction, and was in hourly terror lest 
the honour of the house, already so deeply touched, 
should entirely disappear under the wheels of the 
hated mill. 

When Mademoiselle Ren^e walked across the 
coiul:, without knowing who she was, he felt a pre- 
sentiment that the fortunes of La Brigazi^re were ^oui^ 
to undergo a happy change, and ^JDi^ \\o^^ \i^^'^ssiR. -^ 
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certainty when he saw Paul rush into his room, and 
eagerly take out of a chest of drawers a frilled shirt 
and embroidered stockings, a silk waistcoat and velvet 
coat and breeches, a whole suit, in short, of old- 
fashioned garments. 

"I do not say it to flatter or to offend M. le 
Vicomte," Germain said, when Paul had completed his 
toilette, "but it is indeed a long time since I have 
seen him so becomingly dressed. If M, le Vicomte 
had listened to me- " 

"Always M. le Vicomte. Will you never get out 
of the habit of dinning that in my ears?" 

"I can't help it, M. le Vicomte, when I speak to 
M. le Vicomte." 

"M. le Vicomte, M. le Vicomte. Once for all, 
Germain, leave your Vicomte alone. I won't be bored 
any longer with that stupid title. You know very 
well that I don't care about these vain social distinc- 
tions; but if you are bent upon giving me a title, why 
bother it, you had better at once call me by my real 
name, and say M. le Marquis." 

"Is M. le Vicomte a marquis?" Germain ex- 
claimed in amazement. 

"Of course I am. That handsome cousin of min 
you saw just now, the daughter of the last Marquis ( 
ovr family, is here for the express purpose of acknov 
kdging me as the head oC omt \vo\3L'Sfcr 
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"Oh, M. le Marquis! what a wonderful thing!" 

"You are pleased I see, you old aristocrat." 

"Oh, well, now that M. le Vicomte is le Marquis 

de Penarvan, I venture to hope that we shall not dirty 

our hands with flour." 

"Oh! by the way, you remind me of it. Would 
you believe it, that yesterday that old goose of a 
Michaud actually proposed to me to marry his 
daughter." 

"Served you right, M. le Marquis. If people will 
associate with persons of inferior rank, they must take 
the consequences of it. For my part, I can't under- 
stand how M. le Marquis can ever have been taken in 
by the wiles of that old boor." 

"You don't suppose I was his dupe; but you must 
own it was a funny idea: Mademoiselle Michaud, Mar- 
quise de Penarvan!" 

"And pretending to be a beauty with her goggle 
eyes and wide mouth." 

"I say, Germain." 

"What, M. le Marquis?" 

"Have you looked at my cousin?" 

"Oh, M. le Marquis, what a queen-like lady 
that is." 

"Yes, she is a beautiful creature. People may say 
what they Hke, but it is only in omi owci x^jcJs. ^S.^^ 
that this sort of bieauty is seen." 
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"I hope M. le Marquis gave a proper set-down to 
that horrid miller?" 

"He did not give me time to answer. The wretch 
disappeared before I could open my lips. Give me 
ink and paper; I shall write him a letter that will 
settle that business." 

Paul sat down, and tucking up his embroidered 
ruffles, penned the following note: — 



< 



Dear M. MicHAxm, 
I shall never forget all the kindness you have 
lavished on me. You received me as your equal and 
offered me an honour which I fully appreciate, but you 
must allow me to prove by declining that honour that 
I deserved it. No, my dear M. Michaud, I cannot 
suffer you to make so generous a sacrifice. It may 
suit you to forget my antecedents, but I am obliged to 
bear them in mind. Yesterday my position was not 
quite so bad as it is to-day. I might have been ex- 
cused for hesitating as to the course I should pursue, 
but circumstances have since occurred which must so 
aggravate my unworthiness in your eyes that they leave 
me no choice. I know your friendship would make 
you overcome difficulties, but though I am so un- 
fortunate as to belong to the old French aristocracy, I 
am not devoid of all feelings of delicacy. I have 
fallen too low according to youx estimation to be your 
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equal, and I cannot think of your condescending to 
accept me as a son-in-law. 

Present my respects to Mademoiselle Michaud, and 
believe in the distress I feel at having for the first time 
to sign myself, 

Paul, Marquis de Penarvan. 



Paul was so satisfied with the style of this note 
that he could not resist showing it to Mademoiselle 
Ren^e. He took it triumphantly into the drawing- 
room and said,^ — 

"There is my answer to M. Michaud." 

Ren^e read the epistle and was much amused at 
it, and still more with her cousin's sudden transforma- 
tion. 

"You amuse me," she said, "with your democratic 
pretensions. You are a nobleman from beginning to 
end, and a marquis from head to foot." 

Paul was delighted, and whilst the Abbe took a 
copy of the letter as a document for the History of 
the House of Penarvan^ gave his arm to his cousin and 
led her to the room which had been speedily arranged 
for her. 

Rente spent a week at La Brigazi&e. That time 
was amply sufficient for Paul to fall head over ears in 
love, and to be turned inside out lika a.xq ^<3m^ ^^-^ 
her fair hand. ^'Mankind is su\>iec\. \.o ^\x^.w%^ ^>\e;)5c^- 
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tions," and the history of Our hero would" have' con- 
firmed the truth of that maxim. He gradually burnt 
all he had worshipped, and worshipped all he had 
burnt. Two busts of Voltaire and Rousseau which 
had stood on the chimney-piece of the salon were 
banished to the lumber-room, and the portraits of 
the Girondins shared the same fate. The Social Code 
and the Dictionnaire Philosophique were stuffed under 
the Abbe's bed in order not to ineet his eyes in the 
room Paul had made over to him. TTie days were 
spent in walks about the coimtry and long conversa- 
tions under the shade of the old apple-prfees, and dur- 
ing these early September evenings the trio sat before 
the blazing and crunching faggots, laughing and talk- 
ing, or playing at dominoes or backgammon. 

The Abb6 and Paul became at once great friends; 
the prejudices imbibed from childhood by the latter 
against the clergy melted like snow in thQ society of 
the kind-hearted and simple-minded old priesit. They 
used, after Ren6e had left the room, to sit up late at 
night talking together. The young MSquis soon 
opened his mind to the good Abbe, who began to 
picture to himself a number of little Penarvans climb- 
ing up to his knees, and learning to read. in the 
History of the House of Penarvan^ by the Ahbi 
Pyrmil, 

In answer to Paul's repeated questions, he ad- 
mitted that Rente's tesoVuXiou to x^x!Dl^\Sl ivw^^ nk^ 
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founded on her worship for the family name rather 
than any particular dislike to marriage. Paul was 
nursing a dawning hope which he timidly confided to 
the Abb6. 

"Oh, my dear Abb^, she is so beautiful, so clever; 
what a happy man you are; you will always remain 
with her. She has such a great regard for you." And 
then he would sigh, and add, "She never could love 
me, I could never venture to hope she would marry 
me." 

"Wonderful things may happen," the Abbe would 
answer. "We need not despair even of the resurrec- 
tion of France." 

"Ah, what can I do, my dear Abb6? What would 
she like me to do? Shall I throw myself amongst 
the Vendeans? Shall I fetch back the King, and 
restore him in triumph? I am ready for anything." 

"But would it not be better first to propose to 
her?" the Abb6 said, "and then we could see about 
bringinpiback the King." 

"Oh, but that is just what seems to me so diffi- 
cult," Paul answered. "I shall never have courage to 
propose to her." 

Paul was by that time fairly in love, and really so 
for the first time in his Hfe. Although thirty years 
old, he was as shy, as anxious, and as dif&d^^^l ^s. ^. 
youth of twenty. No woman tlie \^asX. \^^ "^^ c^^x^^^ 
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had ever crossed his path. Sometimes he had pic- 
tured to himself, during his long solitary strolls through 
the commons and in the woods, beings very unlike 
those he met in the daily walks of life, and it was not 
surprising if the sudden appearance of a beautiful, dis- 
tinguished girl like Ren^e, taking possession of a 
vacant place by his hearth, should also have obtained 
a speedy mastery over his heart and his imagination, 
which had never been touched before by anything 
more romantic than Mademoiselle Michaud's tumed- 
up nose and rosy cheeks. Yes, he was thoroughly in 
love, but as afraid of showing it or speaking of it to 
the object of his passion as if she had been that bright 
particular star which it would be madness for a poor 
mortal to dream of obtaining. The boldest thing he 
thought of doing was to go down to the orchard be- 
fore sunrise, and there, concealed by the trees, remain 
watching for the moment when Ren^e opened her 
window and showed her beautiful face in the light of 
the morning sunshine, all unconscious of the admiring 
eyes fixed upon it. 

In vain did the Abb6 encourage him to disclose 
his attachment to Mademoiselle de Penarvan. Every 
evening he promised to come to the point on the foU 
lowing day, and each day an unconquerable timidity 
closed his Hps. There was, moreover, nothing in 
Hen^e's manner which facilitated his declaration, or 
encouraged his hopes. Hex Vmd l^.m^\wto5> V'et ^-^ 
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cious playfulness, would have kept at a distance far 
bolder admirers. She was in a singular position dur- 
ing her stay at La Brigazi^re, and she behaved all the 
time exactly as she had done at the moment of her 
arrival. She was smiling, gracious, pleased with every- 
thing. She showed neither haughtiness or prudish 
reserve, but there was not the slightest shade of 
coquetry, or emotion, or embarrassment in her coun- 
tenance or her manner. It was impossible to be more 
amiable or more fascinating, but at the same time 
more strictly dignified in every look and word. What 
was passing in her secret heart no one could have 
guessed or even surmised. 

The Abb^ was quite at a loss to make out if she 
perceived her cousin's feelings, and if so, whether they 
gave her pleasure. He knew her too well to venture a 
hint or a question on the subject. Indeed the most 
penetrating observer would have been puzzled to read 
what was going on in her mind under the appearance 
of perfect calm and serene indifference. But though 
he could not take an active part in hastening the crisis 
he so ardently wished to bring about, he used every 
means in his power to accelerate it. Going from one 
to the other, he lost no opportunity of fanning the 
flame in Paul's case, and trying to awaken a reciprocal 
attachment in Rente's heart. 

In the incidents of this simpVfe e^^rj A-a;:^ X?&fc \ift. 



124 "^^^^ HOUSE OF PENARVAN. 

saw future materials for history, and forgot the dead 
prelate in his intense interest about the living heroes 
of this important romance. How many episodes, how 
many remarkable scenes it would furnish for one of 
the most striking chapters of his book! Every night 
he sat up writing what had occurred and all he had 
remarked during the day. When he was alone with 
Ren^e, without ever alluding to anything directly con- 
cerning herself, he talked of nothing but Paul. 

"Ah, Mademoiselle, what a charming young man 
he is! He does not venture to express before you all 
his thoughts and feelings, but if you only knew what 
a heart and mind he has. I do not wish to speak 
severely of Dom Jobin, he is an old friend of mine, 
and has been the means of bringing about wonderful 
results; but I must say that I wonder at a Benedictine 
having made such strong and unfounded statements 
on mere hearsay. I am now perfectly satisfied that 
the faults and errors of our dear Marquis's early life 
were only the result of youthful thoughtlessness, and 
that he would willingly lay down his life to atone for 
them. Yesterday he was talking of going to Mittau to 
place himself at the King's disposal; I only wish you 
could have heard and seen with what enthusiasm he 
spoke, and how handsome he looked. I really be- 
lieve that he will be one of the heroes of your fa- 
mUy, and yon, Mademoiselle, will have worked thai 
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Mademoiselle smiled, shook her head, and made 
no reply. 

Eight days of daily intercourse and increasing in- 
timacy quickly elapsed, and the moment of departure 
arrived. Whilst the mules were being saddled Paul 
and Ren^ were walking together up and down the 
path in front of the coiui:. The Abb^ kept on pur- 
pose some way off; he was not without hopes that 
something decisive might take place before the young 
people separated. 

It was a dull, cold, misty day, sad as the hearts of 
at any rate two of those about to part. The young 
Marquis was walking in silence by the side of his 
cousin, who was speaking to him in an earnest and 
affectionate manner of the duties of his position. He 
did not seem to attend much to what she said, and at 
last exclaimed — 

"You are going away! What a desert this place 
will seem. How lonely I shall feel." 

"I am returning to my own solitary life," she said- 
"You, my dear cousin, must soon marry. It is an ab- 
solute duty in your case." 

Paul coloured deeply, and looked at her with a 
beating heart, but the unalterable composjure of her 
face and manner made him feel as if he was standing 
before a wall of ice. He could only ejaculate — 

^'You leave me I You are gpVrvg ^^^^V' 
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rcM.^.... 



It seemed as if he could not find any other words 
with which to express the feeling that his happiness 
was escaping firom him, and that he felt powerless to 
detain it. Tears were in his eyes. As to Rent's, 
they wandered over the misty fields and woods in an 
indifferent, careless manner. The mules came into the 
court saddled and harnessed. 

"We must say good-bye now, my dear cousin," 
she said. "I shall always remember your kind hos- 
pitality." 

Paul had taken her hand and held it, whilst in an 
anxious and gentle manner he said — 

"It is here on this spot that I saw you for the first 
time, just eight days ago, and now you are taking 
away from me my life. Is it really true," he continued 
with a trembling voice, "that you have determined not 
to marry?" 

"It ts true," she replied. 

"Yes, I know, the Abb6 told me all about it. Yo 
swore never to change your name, which you the 
thought no one bore but yourself. But if you would- 
you could without breaking your oath " 

Ren6e quietly withdrew her hand, and jumped 
her saddle. 

"Good-bye, my dear cousin," she said. "You 
me a visit, you know," and then striking her r 
wjtb ber whip galloped off. 
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"She cares for you," the Abb6 exclaimed, throw- 
ing his arms round the young man's neck, and then 
he too rode on singing a hymn of joy in his heart. 
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CHAPTER V. 
Disenchantments and new Hopes. 

On an autumnal evening of the same year the 
principal members of the Vendean aristocracy were 
assembled in the old chapel of the Chateau de 
Penarvan. Paul and Rende had been privately married 
the previous day, without pomp or ceremony, at the 
municipality of the town of Clisson, and now the Abb^ 
Pyrmil was about to unite them before God. 

The ruined chapel, only lighted by the candles on 
the altar, the grave and dignified appearance of all 
those gentlemen standing wrapt in military cloaks, 
surrounded by the peasants. and servants kneeling on 
the broken pavement, the wild gusts of wind that 
shook the shattered frames of the paneless windows, 
the altar standing in its simple majesty amidst a heap 
of ruins, and those two last scions of a time-honoured 
race, both young and handsome, and surviving all 
their kindred, like the last branches on an old tree 
scathed by lightning, gave to this ceremony a mys- 
terious solemnity which carried back the mind to the 
early times of the Church. 

The Abb6 Pyrmil was noX \t^^ \v\^ 'v^'s^-a^. ^^1 \3^a.t. 
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day. There was an earnest and a holy joy in his 
countenance which shone in his plain features and 
gave them a different expression. Such is the wonder- 
ful beauty and majesty of the Christian religion, that 
it imparts a sort of halo to its humblest ministers when 
in the exercise of their functions. Before giving the 
blessing to the young couple, he addressed to them a 
short exhortation which touched the hearts of all who 
heard it He began, indeed, by alluding to the illus- 
trious house from which they descended, and there 
would have been reason to fear that, excited by his 
theme, he would give utterance to overstrained senti- 
ments, and descant too much on that subject. But no, 
he spoke with great simplicity, and just because he 
did not intend to be eloquent he uttered words full of 
feeling and earnestness. Only once something in his 
usual style of oratory escaped him. He compared the 
misfortimes of the House of Penarvan to the ruin of 
Jerusalem, and said that, after having mourned over 
its fall like Jeremiah, he now hailed its future resur- 
rection, as the High Priest of the Jews prophesied the 
glory of the New Zion. But with the exception of this 
one high-flown comparison, he was simple, and spoke 
with deep and true feeling, paying a just tribute to 
Rente's virtues, and anticipating that Paul would prove 
thoroughly worthy of his ancestors. 

After the completion of the ceremony, the noble 
guests assembled in the chateaM axA eoxv^"a5oaSs^^^ 

TA^ Lilies <if Okf Valky, tic. ^ 
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most cordially the young Marquis. The flower of the 
Vendean aristocracy were present on the occasion. 
The proudest of them affectionately shook Paul by the 
hand. Messieurs D'Autichamp and De Chatillon em- 
braced him. All the old tenants of the family came 
also to compliment the inheritor of a title which was 
associated in their memories with many grateful recol- 
lections. 

The company sat down to supper in the picture- 
gallery, where the Abb6 had taken care to ornament 
every portrait with a wreath of Everlastings. As soon 
as the meal was over the noble guests took leave of 
the young couple. Paul was wild with joy and with 
pride, and the beautiful Renee was also exulting in 
her secret heart, for she felt that by her marriage she 
had secured the honour of her family and opened to 
it a brilliant future. 

Yes, there seemed to be every reason for the good 
Abb^ to believe and to predict that great happiness 
was in store for the young couple on whom he looked 
with such fatherly affection. But marriage is the most 
uncertain of all human sources of happiness, the most 
apt of all events to turn out differently from what fond 
previsions have pictured and bright dreams anticipated. 
A poet has said — 

** Full often dad in radiant vest 
Deceitfully goes forth the morn. 
Nor seldom evening in the west 
Sinks simUng\Y iossyiotw** 
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The mornings and the evenings of wedded life often 
answer to the poet's simile. 

Paul had been somewhat taken aback when he 
first visited his cousin at finding the landed property 
of the marquisate reduced to the scantiest dimensions. 
That estate which he had coveted in his youth, that 
chateau which he had so often thought of as the scene 
of feudal grandeur and festive entertainments, pre- 
sented, in its actual state, a striking contrast to these 
imaginary visions. Two or three farms constituted the 
whole of its territorial domain. The walls of the house 
were still grand and picturesque; within, nothing but 
desolation met his eyes. The rooms looked bare and 
empty. The remnants of former luxury and magni- 
ficence which the Abb6 had saved from the wreck, in 
the shape of furniture, pictures, and books, only 
served to make the contrast more striking with the 
present nakedness of most of the chambers and halls. 
There was not a horse in the stables, not a dog in the 
kennel. Tall weeds and grass grew in wild fireedom 
in the court 

In the midst of the excitement of the first days of 
successfiil courtship Paul had tried and managed to 
admire everjrthing; but by degrees, as he sobered down 
a little, it could not escape his notice that he was 
somewhat in the position of a general without an army, 
Or a sovereign without a kingdom. He had indeed 
\h^ satisfaction of seeing from t\ie Vmdcy^'s* "Cc^s. ^'as.x. 
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extent of property once owned by his ancestors, and 
which in better days the King of France would cer- 
tainly restore to the last of the Penarvans; but for the 
time being the life at the chateau savoured much more 
of poverty than the one he had been accustomed to 
lead at La Brigaziere. There, if poverty it could be 
called, it was at any rate active, hard-working poverty. 
It courted air and sunshine; it was gay, free, and 
easy. 

The winter that year was long and cold. He spent 
it in trio with his wife and the Abb6, who were both 
bent on inspiring him with chivalrous ideas and in- 
stilling heroism into his soul. When he would have 
liked to make love to his wife, or to talk nonsense with 
her, as newly-married people are wont to do, he had 
to listen to long details about his ancestors. The 
Penarvan hobby was worked to death during all those 
months. Every conversation invariably took an epical 
turn. The commonest topics managed to assume a 
more or less heroic tone, and the misfortune was that 
Paul had nothing heroic or epical about him. If he 
ventured to amuse himself by carpentering, or digging, 
or any other manual occupation, delicate hints were 
not wanting that those were not the sort of pursuits 
for a nobleman of his rank. If there was the least 
familiarity in his manner towards his wife, a scornful 
smile, or a displeased motion of her beautiful head, 
made him aware that she t\\ou%\A \ivm Mtati^tied and 
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tiresome. Her own manner had lost the grace and 
winning charm which had captivated him at La Bri- 
gaziere. The natural haughtiness of her character, 
the superciliousness which had been overcome by a 
strong desire to please and influence, and the excite- 
ment of a new interest, had reappeared, and showed 
itself often in her countenance, although she refrained 
from expressing it in words. 

One evening the Abbe was reading aloud the 
description of the death of Guy de Penarvan, the 
hero of Massoure, who, struck by the lance of a 
Saracen foe, died, surrounded by his comrades-in- 
arms, with his eyes turned in the direction of the 
dear home in Brittany which he was never again to 
behold. 

Renee, who could never hsten without emotion to 
this passage of the family history, looked eagerly at 
her husband to see how it had affected him. Un- 
fortunately, Paul was fast asleep in an arm-chair. She 
made an imperious sign to the Abb^ to follow her out 
of the room. When the Marquis awoke at seven 
o'clock in the morning he guessed what had happened, 
and felt rather uncomfortable. 

At the end of a few months his new-bom en- 
thusiasm for aristocracy had sensibly diminished. No 
intimacy had arisen between him and the neighbour- 
ing npblemen. Visits were excliaag^d \i^\:«^^\v •<&v'^\fiv^ 
bat in the state of the country at tSaaX, xxvom^x^X. "^^^^ 
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were no opportunities for social gatherings, hunting- 
parties, or much intercourse. The noble families were 
all more or less ruined or in mourning. What had 
been civil war had degenerated into mere brigandage; 
there was no fighting, but pillage and assassination 
were still going on. Cut-throats had taken the place 
of the La Rochejacquelins and the Lescures. It was 
the Chouans, not the Vendeans, who carried on a 
desultory warfare. 

Paul was beginning to be bored to death; there 
was in his life neither object or occupation. As a 
small drizzling rain wets a man to the skin, so did 
ennui soak into his soul. The names of his ancestors 
and the conversations about them were becoming in- 
tolerable to the poor Marquis. Whatever he said, 
whatever he did, something about a Penarvan was 
always thrown at his head; the family motto seemed 
to him true with a vengeance — 

"Penarvan toujours avant." 

He loved his wife, and liked the Abb^; but when 
the latter came into the room with his manuscript his- 
tory under his arm, he felt tempted to swear. His 
property at La Brigazi^re was suffering in his ab- 
sence, and in the early spring he took advantage 
of this circumstance to escape for a week from the 
grandeur of his new home and xemA. \!as» ^-wci. \ittle 
estate. He felt that clv3.tige oi a\i «x^^ scfew^, ^ixA"^^ 
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interruption of ancestral reminiscences, were becoming 
quite necessary to his health and spirits. 

It was on a lovely April morning that he arrived at 
La Brigazi6re, having walked from Rennes with as 
light a step and heart as a school-boy going home for 
the holidays. As soon as he appeared in the farm- 
yard there was a general exclamation — 

"Here is M. Paul." 

All the servants and villagers gathered round him. 
He was a general favourite. The old people had 
known him since his birth, and the young folks had 
been his playfellows. 

"How do you do, M. Paul?" 

"How do you all do, my good friends?" and there 
was no end of smiles and welcomes and shaking hands. 
The hens and ducks were running between his legs, 
his dogs lickeS his hands and feet, even the pigeons 
shook their wings and cooed, as if to take part in the 
general delight; his fine oxen, which were just coming 
out of the stable, stretched out their heads and by 
their loud lowing showed that they recognized their 
master. 

Paul breakfasted in the kitchen as he had often 
been wont to do, and talked and laughed with his old 
housekeeper. Then he went to inspect all his domain; 
the red cow had calved, the asparagus were growing, 
all the fruit-trees in full flower. TVverv ^\5l\!Cvj\% <at!w <3^^ 
x>fhi's old Jacket^^ and his. wooden €iaoe?» \\fc >«^xi^Sx^^ 
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his fields. As he passed through the village the women 
and children standing at the doors familiarly exclaimed — 

"M. Paul, I declare! Good-day, and welcome to 
you, sir." 

M. Paul sounded pleasantly in his ears. Poor Ger- 
main was no longer there to call him M. le Marquis. 
He had died some time before, in the happy illusion 
that the lamented turrets would soon be rebuilt 

It was a beautiful morning. A sweet breeze, scented 
with the perfume of spring, fanned the flushed cheeks 
of the owner of La Brigaziere as he made his way 
along the narrow pathway of his native fields; the very 
trees seemed to whisper a welcome, and the birds to 
salute him as they rose from the furrows with the 
familiar sound he knew so well. He wandered about, 
pruning the hedges and weeding his crops. On his way 
home in the evening he passed through a well-remember- 
ed road, and looked at the white house by the water-side. 
At the window stood Irma, her rosy, good-humoured face 
beaming in the full light of the setting sun. She was 
a good creature and did not bear malice. As soon as 
she saw Paul she smiled and nodded to him. As he 
stopped and bowed to her a heavy hand pressed his 
shoulder. He turned round, and there was M. Michaud, 
whom he had not seen since the day that on that very 
spot and at the same hour he had proposed to him to 
marry his daughter. 

Whether M. Michaud was it^iS^^ ^ V^j^^-^m^wNr^ 
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being, or that he had some reason for wishing to be 
on good terms with the young Marquis, or that the old 
fox suspected that he had in his hands means of pay- 
ing oflf the slight he had received, it did [so happen 
that he was just as cordial and affectionate as ever to 
M. Paul. 

"You did not mean," he exclaimed, "to pass our 
door and not to pay us a visit?" 

"Why you know, M. Michaud, that you hinted, in- 
deed — that you told me my visits " 

"Oh, but everything is changed since then, my dear 
Paul; you are married, and so is my daughter, so there 
can be no objection " 

"But I am such a figure," Paul answered, glancing 
at his wooden shoes. 

"Oh, Monsieiir Paul," the miller retorted, "your 
wooden shoes and the floor of our parlour are by this 
time pretty well acquainted with each other." 

When Paul found himself under this hospitable 
roof, where he had spent many a happy hour, a strange 
feeling came over him which rather increased tlian 
diminished when Lma came up to him with a pleasant 
smile and outstretched hand. 

"Now it is really kind of you," she said, "not to 
have forgotten your old friends." 

She was looking prettier as a married woman than 
as a girl. There was an expiession m \v'^x W.^ >^^ttss^ 
he bad never noticed before. M, "MicJ[v^>x^ vc&to^bxyK.^^ 
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to him his son-in-law, a tall, strapping, handsome 
young man of twenty-five, called Armand Rouant He 
was the son of a rich farmer. Irma had accepted him 
out of pique at Paul's rejection of her hand, but he 
very soon managed to convince her that she had fallen 
in love with him, whether before or after marriage 
remaining a doubtful point. That both were very 
much in love was not a matter of doubt, and the 
honeymoon was at that moment in full swing. After 
a few words on indifferent matters Paul rose to take 
leave. 

"No, indeed!" the miller again remonstrated; 
"you must stay and sup with us. We shall take no 
denial." 

Madame Rouant echoed her father's words and 
led Paul into the dining-room. He had forgot what 
M. Michaud's suppers used to be, and was astonished 
at the abundance and multiplicity of dishes which met 
his eyes, now accustomed to the magnificent penury of 
the meals at the Chateau de Penarvan, where there 
was very little to eat, but that little served in gorgeous 
plate. There was perhaps a shade of malice in M. 
Michaud's remark, as every new dish appeared on his 
table — 

"You must excuse our simple fare, my dear fnend, 
you are not here in your own chateau;" and his say- 
ing, as he poured out for Paul ^\as5 after gj.ass of the 
most exquisite wines, "We ^ve 70>i\?£ve\«^\.^N'5.\s3s<t^ 
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but of course we cannot vie with the contents of your 
ancestral cellars." 

Now and then he broke out with apparent hearti- 
ness in some such exclamation as — 

"Why really it is most kind of you, M. le Marquis, 
to sit at table in this friendly way with such humble 
folks as we are." 

More tha^i once Paul felt inclined to throw his 
plate at M. Michaud's head; and at dessert, and after 
dinner, he was treated to the sight of M. Armand 
Rouant's demonstrative and somewhat boisterous af- 
fection for his wife, which she did not seem at all to 
object to, only laughing when he kissed her, and show- 
ing without disguise that she was very fond of her 
handsome husband. M. Michaud laughed too, and 
pointing to them, said — 

"Only look at that pair of turtle-doves." 

Paul felt that he was cutting rather a ridiculous 
figure, and, snatching up his hat, took leave of the 
happy party, and went home. 

Though the business which had brought him to 
La Brigazi^re did not take more than a few days to 
settle, he lingered on in his native place. The sight 
of the home of his childhood and youth, the occupa- 
tions and interests of a farmer's life, the resumption of 
former habits seemed to dissipate VYva x^^^ \ss\^"«s5sv^\5& 
which his passion for Rente Taad iot a ^CvcBfc ^^^^^^^s^'^^- 
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He began to see the nothingness of all he had coveted 
and envied, and to appreciate better the happiness he 
used to find in the humble sphere of life he had for- 
saken. His character was naturally simple and straight- 
forward, and he felt that it had been a foolish vanity 
which had led him to adopt, against all his own con- 
victions, his cousin's high-flown and old-fashioned ideas. 
It was — he could not conceal it from himself — an im- 
mense relief to live according to his own fancy, to 
employ himself as he liked, and not to be continually 
reminded of the respect he was bound to pay to his 
family and rank. Not that he was not still very much 
in love with his wife, but much as he admired her, 
there was a bitter sense in his heart of the cold reserve, 
the dignified manner in which she kept even her hus- 
band at a distance. He could not help sighing some- 
times as he thought of young Rouant and his loving 
Irma. 

An unexpected oflfer regarding his property con- 
tributed to delay indefinitely his departure. M. Michaud 
had set his heart on purchasing La Brigaziere, and 
was ready to pay a round price for it. After grinding 
for years the com of its fields, the ambition of his life 
was to possess the old manor-house. To embellish 
and add to it, and substitute for its actual common- 
place appearance something of its former grandeur, 
was the favourite dream of the Sans Culotte Michaud, 
wjjo, having failed in getting ^^ NS&c«>ixv\. 'Isst \i& 
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daughter, had determined that that daughter should 
possess the Marquis's property. 

Paul had begun by cutting short the question, and 
declaring that nothing would ever induce him to sell 
the home of his childhood. But M. Michaud did not 
give up the point. He went on multiplying his efforts, 
and though Paul was determined not to give in, they 
arrived at discussing the conditions of the sale. Dur- 
ing these conversations each of them used to make 
secret reflections not highly flattering to the other 
party. Paul wondered over the folly of parvenus who 
wanted to step from their shops or their mills into the 
houses of their betters, and to build as if they were 
grand seigneurs. Michaud laughed in his sleeve at 
the foolish little country squires who leave their native 
place to run after a marquisate, as if titles still counted 
for an)rthing. Afl:er first offering twenty thousand 
francs, he had gradually reached the fabulous sum of 
thirty thousand francs, an immense offer at a time 
when money was scarce, and land selling for a song — 
thirty thousand francs in good 6cus. This vision 
haunted the fancy of the young Marquis. He was 
still hesitating, when a letter from his wife settled the 
matter. 

Ren^e was the happiest of women. It was with 
the pride of a queen who is about to bring into the 
world the future hope of an empire that she announced 
the fact that s\it was with ch\\d. ^\vfc ^-^0*^^ <5fl "^^ 
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sex of the expected infant as* if it was a matter of 
certainty, and of her son as if he was already in jacket 
and trousers. It seemed as if the joy she was anticipat- 
ing had softened her heart. She gently complained 
of her husband's absence, and in an affectionate but 
somewhat imperious tone urged his return. 

"What are you about?" she wrote; "what are you 
doing? You meant to be absent a week, and you have 
been gone a month. I insist upon your coming back. 
Do not lose a moment; I want to see you; you ought 
to be here; our dear Abbe, too, is anxiously looking 
forward to your return. I know that you have spent 
a very dull winter here, dear Paul, but the summer 
will be very different. A joy worthy of a soul like 
yours is in store for you. Guess what I did yester- 
day? I sold all my remaining jewels and bought for 
you a beautiful, spirited horse, quite a war-horse, a 
pawing, snorting war-horse. If you think I have been 
foolish, come and scold me, M. le Marquis." 

There was certainly nothing very tender in this 
letter, but, written by Ren^e, it might really have 
passed for a wonderful burst of affection. It seemed 
like a return to the style and the feelings of the first 
days of their acquaintanceship at La Brigazi^re. 

Paul had a weak and a very loving nature, and 

was susceptible of being strongly worked upon by the 

influence of kindly feelings. This letter seemed to 

change aJtogether the tone oi \i\^ mmd, T\ve old 
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chateau, with the prospect of a little child brightening 
its solitude, appeared to him in a new light. He did 
' fact think, like Ren^, of the heir of his name, but he 
felt the deepest joy a man can know at the thought of 
the little creature, whether a boy or a girl, who would 
soon sit on his knees and nestle near his heart. He 
did not care about his house, his lineage, his ancestors. 
They were to him all mere dreams, wretched unrealities; 
but this coming joy was true, and sweet, and genuine. 
And then to think that Renee, his beautiful Renee, 
grieved at his absence, longed for his return; that 
after all she loved him, that she promised he should 
be happy, that she had sold her trinkets in order to 
give him pleasure! 

"You can have La Brigazi^re," he said to M. 
Michaud^ who was coming to make a fresh attack on 
the fortress. An hour afterwards the agreement was 
signed, and the sale accomplished. What he never 
would have done on his own account, Paul now eagerly 
did for the sake of his wife and child, to make her 
happier, and to prepare a brighter home for the little 
one. He had given up all foolish hopes and desires 
■of recovering the domains of his forefathers, but he 
formed a deliberate plan of improving the fortunes of 
his family, and driving away poverty from his home 
by his own labour and exertions. 
; The prospect of a cradle with its little future in- 
mate has often preached a moi^ Aoo^'w:^ "Si^T^NSs^ V^ -^^ 
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young father than he has ever heard from the pulpit. 
Paul could not help thinking, too, that Rente's feelings 
would be somewhat modified by her new hopes, and 
that she would descend from the lofty pedestal of 
ancestral dignity to the more ordinary interests and 
emotions of family life. Her letter gave him some 
reason to think so. It seemed as if the heroine might, 
to a certain degree, merge in the wife and mother. 
Though he now felt impatient to get back to her, two 
days elapsed before he could leave La Brigazi^re. He 
had to make arrangements about all his servants, and 
to provide for those who were superannuated. 

Then he took a last survey of that dear place where 
he had spent such happy years, and that he was part- 
ing with for ever. He took a final farewell of the trees 
his father had planted, of the fields he had tilled, and 
which were now no longer his own. He wandered 
through the rooms in which he had played as a child, 
and which M. Michaud's grandchildren would hence- 
forward occupy. He visited the stables, the dovecote, 
the poultry-yard, spoke to the oxen, the hens, and the 
pigeons as if they could have understood him. He 
knelt down and prayed in the room where his mother 
had died, and carefully collected all the little memorials 
he meant to carry away with him. When all this 
was accomplished he sent for post-horses, and then 
all his servants and poor neighbours crowded around 
him. 
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"Good-bye, M. Paul; good-bye, dear master; good- 
bye, dear son of our old master. You used to be so 
happy here; why do you forsake us?" 

They were all in tears, and Paul was crying too. 
He embraced some of them, shook hands with all, and 
departed. 

As long as he was driving through the lanes where 
he had strolled as a child he sat with his head buried 
in his hands, trying to restrain his sobs; but after a 
while, and when he lost sight of the familiar surround- 
ings of his home, his spirits revived, and by the time 
he arrived at Rennes a complete reaction of feeling 
had set in. He thought with satisfaction of the sacri- 
fice he had made, and began to indulge in day-dreams 
as to its results. In imagination he repaired the walls 
of the old chateau, he stocked its deserted farms, he 
resumed in thought his agricultural labours, doubled 
and trebled the income of his estate, and surrounded 
Ren^e with the comforts and some of the luxuries of 
her former existence. One thing he meant to do at 
once. • She had provided him with a handsome horse, 
and he would buy her a beautiful animal; they would 
take long rides together in the wilds of the bocage. He 
could not help smiling to himself as he thought of the 
Abb6 perched on his mule the first day he had seen 
him, and resolved to make him also a present of a 
stout Bas Breton pony. 

Then he pictured to himseVi ticv^ V\VO^^ Ow\^^ "s^^ 

^^ I^i^s of ike Valley, etc, ^^ 
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baby, whose laughter would gladden all the place. He 
mused on the joy it would be to carry in his arms the 
fair, rosy little creature; to see it growing and thriving 
and becoming more beautiful every day. ,These visions 
were floating in his mind as he passed through Clisson 
and the valley of the Sevres. 

During the time of his absence winter had changed 
to spring. He had never seen those woods and thickets 
but in their dismal autumnal garb, or bare and leafless 
in wintry desolation. Now, as the bright river and the 
green foliage glowed in the sunshine of a cloudless 
blue sky, he felt a new admiration for this lovely 
scenery, and said to himself that to live in such a place 
with one he loved, and who loved him, would indeed 
be happiness. 



CHAPTER VI. 

A Birth and a Death. 

On the same day, and at the same hour, the 
Marquise de Penarvan was sitting with the Abb6 Pyrmil 
in the drawing-room of the chateau. Needle-work was 
not, generally speaking, in her line, but at that moment 
her whole soul seemed engaged in making one of those 
badges which the Vendean Chiefs used to wear during 
the great struggle. It was in the form of a heart, and 
represented, in a symbolical manner, their devotion to 
religion and to the royal cause. There was an eager, 
anxious expression in her face, a strange light in her 
eyes, a restlessness in all her gestures, which was 
evinced even in the jerking manner with which she 
plied her needle. A perfect fever of expectation and 
suspense seemed to be agitating her. Now and then 
she went to the open windows, and, stretching out 
her head, glanced in a wistful manner at the valley and 
the darkening road, then returned to her work and 
took it up again with a hand trembling with excitement. 

The Abb6 tried to soothe her impatience, but — as 
often happens in such cases — his well-meant efforts 
only served to increase her irritation. 

"What can he be about?" she ty.d^\rafc^v ''^'W«^^ 
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does not he come back? You know I wrote to him. 
He ought to have been here three days ago. Does he 
not know what is going on? Has not he understood? 
Has he not guessed what I could not tell him in so 
many words? Is not his heart alive to the feelings 
with which mine is ready to burst? You used to tell 
me at La Brigaziere that he was eagerly awaiting an 
opportunity of making up for his former conduct, that 
he felt that it would be the only way of obliterating 
the past and of making me love him." 

"I am sure he will soon be here," the Abbe re- 
plied. "I dare say he did not get your letter as soon 
as you hoped. You will see he will arrive to-day or 
to-morrow." 

"To-morrow! You really can talk of to-morrow 
by way of giving me comfort! Don't you see that it 
is to-day he must arrive? Don't you know that what 
he does will be carefully watched? that if he is not 
here to-morrow at daybreak it will be a disgrace which 
I shall never get over — that I shall die of shame?" 
and burning tears streamed down her face, tears of 
anger and of grief; and then, after a pause, she ex- 
claimed in an indignant tone — 

"Ah, M. TAbbe, why did you not go and fetch 
him? You knew that in these dreadful days I could 
not venture without risk of betraying others to write to 
him openly. You knew this; then why did you not go 
to him yourself?" 
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**I will go directly, Madame la Marquise, if you 
wish it." 

"Oh yes, now! as if you could be in time 
now!'' 

The Abb6 — at his wits' end, and feeling guilty of 
Paul's absence — kept going in and out of the room, 
watching the road from the end of the avenue, listen- 
ing till his ears ached for the sound of wheels, and 
came back each time with a more dejected coun- 
tenance. At last, just as the sun was setting, and 
Ren6e had finished her work, a carriage drove into the 
court. She had scarcely time to rise and come for- 
ward to meet her husband before he had thrown his 
arms round her waist and was tenderly embracing her, 
whilst she was ejaculating — 

"Oh, thank Gk)d, you are here! thank God, you are 
arrived!" 

Paul was enraptured at being for the first time re- 
ceived with what seemed to him passionate affection. 
He clasped his wife to his heart. He called her his 
treasure, his darling. He kissed over and over again 
tfiat beautiful face which smiled upon him as it had 
never smiled before, and felt that his love was at last 
returned to his heart's content. 

"Oh, my dearest wife," he exclaimed, "I love you 
twice as much as I ever did, if that is possible. And 
you, my dear Abbe, how glad I am to ^^^ ^o>SlV "jcw^ 
with one arm round Rente's waist, aiiA V\?»'^\x:^^ "a^ "^^ 
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time her neck, her eyes, and her fair hair, he held out 
his hand to the good priest. 

This joyful scene was taking place in the ante- 
room. Paul led the way into the saloon and sat down 
on a sofa between his wife and the Abb6 in a perfect 
ecstasy of joy. He had forgotten all the dull days and 
melancholy evenings spent in that room, and looked 
with pleasure even on the portraits of his ancestors. 

"How nice it is to be here," he said. "The country 
is looking so beautiful, the woods are so delicious in 
the spring-time. Oh, my dear wife, my dear friend, * 
what a happy life we are going to lead here — we three," 
and then he drew Ren^e still closer to himself and 
whispered, "we four." 

"You understood my letter, dear Paul," she said, 
looking wistfully at her husband, and taking his hand 
in hers. 

"Of course I did," he answered, smiling. 

"Oh, I thought you would. You quite under- 
stood it?" 

"So much so that I lost no time in hurrying back." 

"Oh, thank God for that!" she exclaimed, with a * 
flash of joy in her blue eyes. "Thank God, you are 
a true Penarvan!" and by a sudden impulse, proudly 
and tenderly, she took Paul's head between her hands 
and imprinted a kiss on his forehead. 

*'I know that I am a laaxi ^\vo ^vkl^Vj worships 
you," he said, again clasping ^« \.o \!is» Xstfc^V 
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And both of them were intensely happy at that 
moment — and the happiness of both was a mere dream, 
and for both a terrible awaking was at hand. Whilst 
he was playing with her hair and trying to catch her 
eyes and make her smile she was pulling about the 
buttons of his coat. All at once he perceived that she 
was fastening on his breast the badge of the Vendean 
Chiefs, the badge which her brothers had worn in 
battle and in death. He started, and before he had 
recovered his surprise she had risen and crossed the 
room to the place where beneath her father's picture 
were hanging the swords of the four young heroes who 
had bled and died for their Faith and their King. 

Paul followed her with his eyes, in which a half- 
scared, half-wondering expression betokened anxiety. 
Ren6e took one of those swords, and when she came 
back to him he shivered from head to foot. She did 
not seem to him the same person he had been em- 
bracing a moment before. 

"Take this sword," she said, in a voice thrilling 
with deep emotion. "It has already been wielded in 
a holy cause, and it will not be long before you are 
called upon to unsheath it. All is ready at last, the 
longed-for day has arrived. To-morrow the tocsin will 
sound and call together the noblest hearts in Brittany 
to the final struggle for all we hold most sacred. The 
meeting-place is at Torfou, a spol 'w\v\c\\ \^c"a^^ ^^^^tv^^^^ 
memories. All our gentlemen mW ^>^ ^^x^ ^ Vt^-^ 
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of day. You remember the motto of our' House: 
'Penarvan toujours avant!' They reckon upon you, my 
dearest husband; they know you will be the first in 
the field." 

Paul had passed, in a few moments, firom a state 
of complete bewilderment to one of keen and terrible 
disappointment. As the truth broke upon him he felt 
a horrible sinking of the heart. Taking the sword 
from the hands of his wife, he laid it on the table, 
and then looked at her, not in anger, but in deep 
sorrow. 

"And it was on that account," he mournfully said, 
"that you were so anxious I should come back?" 

"Of course it was," Ren^e answered. "You know 
I could not write more clearly without betraying the 
secret in my keeping." 

"This then was the happiness you promised me 
for these fair spring days?" he bitterly exclaimed. 

"Can there be a greater happiness," she replied, 
"than to sacrifice ourselves for the cause of right against 
might? Would you wish for peaceful joys and easy 
days when our altars are laid low, our kindred slain, 
and our King in exile?" 

"Yes; I do wish for peace, I do wish for other joys 
than killing and being killed," Paul said; and then he 
went on, "Sit down, Ren^e; stay, M. TAbb^, I wish 
you to hear what I have to say " 

Then he related all he had ho^^d d\»tvcv^SNcsfc\a^ 
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days: his delight at hearing he would soon be a father, 
his ecstacy at what he fancied had been his wife's new 
feelings of love for him; the way in which he had 
sold La Brigazi6re, though it almost broke his heart 
to part with it, because he wished for the means of 
making her and their child comfortable; all his plans 
for the improvement of the old chateau and their 
domestic happiness, his impatience to arrive, his delight 
at her fond welcome, and his bitter disappointment. 

Renee listened to him in silence. The bright flush 
had left her cheeks, the light in her eyes was dimmed. 
She too was bitterly, terribly disappointed. Her heart 
was beating with a most painful emotion. She seemed 
to be struggling for utterance, and at last exclaimed, 
in a passionate manner — 

"It was not in this way you spoke before we were 
married. You were a perfect fire-brand at that time. 
You talked of raising La Vendee. You offered to 
throw yourself at the King's feet, and bring him back 
in triumph to Paris. Marriage has strangely changed 
your aspirations." As she said these words a scornful 
smile curled her lip, and she went on with increasing 
bitterness: 

"It was, no doubt, very kind of you to sell La 
Brigazi6re in order to sow our fields, to furnish our 
house, to make our lives comfortable. I gratefully ac- 
knowledge your solicitude for live ^Aiax^ oS. >3Q>3x. ^>5ift. 
snd the child we are expecling, bvA. ^>^^^^ ^kv^ X<^ ^^^ 
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mind you, my dear Paul, that your uncle, my poor old 
father, understood in a different way the duties of a 
faithful subject and a loyal nobleman. He cared little 
for personal wants in comparison with public needs, 
and when he sold acre after acre of his estates, it was 
not to furnish his own house, but to meet the expenses 
of the war." 

"What!" exclaimed Paul, jumping up in a state of 
violent excitement. "When we have hardly enough 
to live upon, when we are going to have a child, when 
I sell my property to secure for you and that child a 
tolerable if not a brilliant destiny, when I rob myself 
to make your home comfortable, you expect " 

"I expect nothing," Renee coldly replied, "I only 
think that you are making a great mistake. Whilst 
the King of France is in banishment it is neither 
strange or unbecoming that the Penarvans should be 
poor. Poverty is a glory, not a disgrace for us. What 
does it signify whether your son is rich or poor? He 
will be educated, thank God, not to worship wealth 
as his god. He will not calculate how many thousands 
of francs you bequeath him, but, one day, when he 
reads the history of our house, it may occur to him 
to ask in what manner his father added to its heritage 
of glory. I will only add one word, and then I leave 
you to your own thoughts. The opportunity you used 
to say you longed for has ivosv axm^d. .The holy 
struggle is now resumed. Yow ^vave: *\V vsv ^^m\ ^^3^^^ 
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to redeem the past, to assert your position, and to 
avenge my father and my brothers. All the Vendean 
nobles and peasants expect you to do your duty. I 
have reminded you of those duties. I hope you will 
fulfil them." And Ren^ left the room. 

"It is too bad!" Paul exclaimed, giving vent to all 
his irritation now that he found himself alone with the 
Abbe. "Is she joking, or has she determined to ex- 
asperate me? What do I care for this foolish, this 
abominable war? Why should I fight under its banner 
and with its partizans? Why should I give my blood 
and my means for what she chooses to call the *holy 
cause'? I am a Revolutionist: I was brought up a 
Republican, and I am only sorry and angry with my- 
self for having ever pretended to be anything else." 

And in his rage Paul tore from his breast the 
badge his wife had fastened to his coat, and threw it 
on the ground. 

"Oh, M. le Marquis, M. le Marquis!" the poor 
Abbe exclaimed, "what would your ancestors have 
said?" 

"My ancestors, indeed! Well, let them hear, once 
for all, what I have to say to them. Those ancestors 
of mine — I say it in their teeth — they may think of it 
what they like, I am sure I don't care. I am tired at 
last of all the nonsense, of all the stupid stuff I have 
heard ^bout them for the last six. T£vciTv\3QS». ^ss.^ ^^'c?^ 
quite gone out of your mind, YWcto^l \^^ ^^'^ x^-^i^^ 
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seriously think I am bound by what you call the tradi- 
tions of my family? You drive people mad with that 
sort of talk. Are our lives always to be confined to 
one groove, whilst life itself is perpetually changing? 
Do you want to reduce everything to the same nar- 
row level, and make men walk over and over again 
in the same path like so many blind horses? Why 
must the sons dig for ever in the same furrow as their 
fathers? God bless my soul, why must I be ashamed 
of living peaceably at home because my ancestry 
cared for nothing but wounds and fighting? Because 
Guy de Penarvan went to the Crusades, why am I to 
wear a religious badge on my coat? Must I, because 
the Sire Gautier was fond of dry peas, eat what I 
hate, or be disgraced? Come now, don't be foolish, 
TAbbe. You would have fared as badly as any body 
if each generation had not had new ideas, new wants, 
and new interests. If you like to stick in the gutter, 
please yourself, but don't come any more and din my 
ancestors in my ears. You have taught me to envy 
the happiness of the man who does not know of any 
forefathers older than his own parents. No, M. TAbbe, 
I shall not go to this rendezvous; I shall not give a 
farthing to the holy cause. Call it holy if you choose, 
I do not care a pin for it, and of the two I like the 
Jacobins better than the Chouans." 

Upon this he went away, leaviiv^ Vte ^oot ^h€ in 
the middle of tht drawing-room, ?»p^ecJD\t,^^ ^\^^ ^^^s^- 
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foundered. Twice did Paul race round the grounds 
in a state of uncontrollable agitation. Then he rushed 
up to his room, and was disagreeably surprised at the 
tokens he found there of what his wife expected from 
him. Pistols were on the table as well as parcels of 
gunpowder, a gun of English make, and a scarf. A 
felt hat with a white cockade was placed at the foot 
of his bed, and a formidable pair of boots, garnished 
with steel spurs, were standing on a faded, worn-out 
bit of carpet. 

The sight of these things which Ren6e had pro- 
vided by sacrificing every little remnant of finery she 
possessed made him feel quite savage. He seized the 
boots and hurled them across the room, dashed the 
hat against the wall, and then, throwing himself on 
the bed, he gave way to a paroxysm of sorrow. As 
is often the case with weak, tender-hearted persons, 
his anger — which was principally the result of wounded 
feelings — gave way to grief, which vented itself in a 
passionate burst of weeping. 

Worn out with all the emotions he had gone 
through, Paul fell fast asleep, and did not wake till 
the night was far advanced. He roused himself and 
went out on the balcony, where he stood looking out 
on the clear starry night, and the landscape, lighted 
by the moon, and thought how all that peaceful scene 
at which he had gazed wilTa suc\v AsJCv^v ^^ ^<5:« V^xsss^ 
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ago was to be marred the following day by the renewed 
horrors and din of civil war. 

Already the attentive ear could detect strange 
noises in the midst of the wood. Armed figures were 
visible here and there amongst the brushwood. A 
ray of the moon discovered a gun glittering in the 
midst of the trees, and now and then a man on horse- 
back crossed the valley like a pebble thrown from a 
sling. 

Meanwhile, PauFs conscience was tormenting him, 
and his mind ill at rest. In vain he kept repeating 
to himself all he had said to his wife and the Abbe, 
and cursed the tyranny of family traditions. Some- 
thing kept whispering to him that there was such a 
thing as responsibility attached to a high position, and 
that to assume the titles of his forefathers, and then 
to refuse to share the struggles and perils of those 
who were fighting for the cause of the throne and the 
nobility, was after all acting a mean part. There was 
nothing heroic in his character, but an innate honesty 
and straightforwardness that made him sensitive in his 
way on a point of honour. Ren^e would never have 
married him, he knew, if she had not believed, and 
had reason to believe, that he threw himself heart and 
soul into all that she valued more dearly than life. 
He might have declined her invitation to his ancestral 
home. He might have lived peaceably at La Brigaziere, 
/kr from the strife of cm\ vj^x-, "Wx. ^i\sx <^\iC}^ x^ro- 
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fessing other sentiments, and giving her other hopes, 
how could he, in the hour of danger, draw back and 
run the risk of her looking upon him as a coward 
and a traitor? 

Paul was no coward, but the turn of his mind was 
essentially peaceful. In the midst of the fiercest days 
of the Revolution he had led a quiet, retired life. 
Ploughing his fields was much more to his taste than 
wielding a sword, and the idea of a fine crop smiled 
to him much more than an army in array. 

"Well, be it so," he said to himself, after a long 
fit of musing. "I suppose I must be a hero, whether 
I like it or not. Perhaps she will love me, and if I 
get into grief they then will leave me alone." 

And without any enthusiasm he began to array 
himself in the warlike attire provided for him. The 
felt hat with its white cockade was still lying on the 
floor. He picked it up with no pleasing feelings, and 
stuck it on his head. Then he took the scarf which 
was hanging by his bed-side. It was made of Indian 
cashmere, and had been a present fi*om M. de Suffren 
to Ren6e when she was still almost a child. He tied 
it round his waist and muttered — 

"It is all my own fault; I would be a marquis. I 
have no one to thank but myself." 

Then came the boots and spurs. He looked at 
them suspiciously, and thought with a sigh of his 
wooden shoes. Biit when once \ie \v3A ^xs^ "Ocsko^. ^^v 
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and found that they fitted him like a glove, and that 
the jingling sound of the spurs rang in his ear, he felt 
somewhat better pleased with them, and walked about 
the room with a bold step. 

"Capital boots, these," he said to himself, and 
something of the change which had come over the 
Abb6 when he dressed himself in his new clothes on 
the eventful morning of his departure for La Brigazi^re 
took place in Paul's mind as he donned his warlike 
attire. Having caught sight of himself in a glass, he 
was struck with his own appearance. 

"This is the most becoming hat I have ever worn," 
he thought, and thrusting the pistols in his belt he 
walked up and down the room studying his attitudes, 
and with quite a bellicose air. At that moment the 
door softly opened and the Abbe appeared. 

"Come in, TAbb^, come in," Paul cried. 

The poor Ahh6 had been wandering all the even- 
ing in the court and in the grounds, afraid of meeting 
Ren^e, the thought of whose despair he could not 
brook. He looked at the sun setting as usual, the 
stars rising one by one in the darkening sky, the moon 
shining peacefully on the river and the talU poplars*, 
and it seemed to him as if nature ought not to have 
been so calm at such a momentous hour. 

Since the days of Conan Meriadec the House of 

Penarvan had gone through many vicissitudes. It had 

I^nown many fierce trials, but uevet \i2A^<et^\^^\!L^ 
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Stain on its honour. It was reserved for the close of 
the century which had sapped the foundations of 
religion, raised the flag of rebellion, worshipped Vol- 
:aire, and given birth to a bloody revolution, to wit- 
less what to him was almost as dreadful as any of 
Jiese calamities, a Penarvan disgracing his name and 
:uming his back on the field of battle in the hour of 
danger. At last he took refuge in the ruined chapel, 
md kneeling at the place where a few months before 
le had announced to the assembled nobles of Brittany 
:hat the ancestors of the young Marquis were about 
10 find in him a worthy successor, he bent his head 
in silent anguish, and prayed that this disgrace might 
be averted. Till two o'clock in the morning he re- 
nained there absorbed in melancholy musings, and 
idshing to die rather than face the shame of the next 
iay. Then chilled, and his bones aching with the 
lamp of the pavement, he was slowly making his way 
;o his room when, passing by that of Paul, the sound 
)f jingling spurs sounded like music in his ears. He 
)pened the door, and the sight which met his eyes 
itruck him with such a sudden emotion of joy and 
gratitude that he felt ready to faint. 

"Oh, M. le Marquis," he exclaimed, "God be 
)raised, you are yourself again! How handsome you 
ook in that martial attire. It becomes you so well.'* 

Paul seemed pleased, and glanced at himself in 
be glass, 

TAf Zi/ies 0/ ihe Vailey^ etc, ^^ 
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"You remind me of young Henri de la Roche- 
jacquelin, and also of the eldest of your cousins. 
Gaston had just the same height and figure as yours, 
but I must say that even Gaston did not wear the 
white cockade with so much effect." 

"You really think so? and what of these pistols in 
my belt?" 

"You want only your sword now, and your badge. 
I can get them in a minute;" and the excited Abb6 
rushed out of the room and came back in a moment 

"The sword-knot, TAbb^, we were forgetting the 
sword-knot" "Which Madame la Marquise embroidered 
on purpose for you," the Abb6 rejoined; and whilst 
Paul was tying round the handle of his sword the silk 
and gold scarf which Ren6e had worked, the delighted 
Abb6 was fastening again upon his breast the badge 
which had been to many a Vendean chief the symbol 
of heroic devotion to his faith and his cause. 

"Now, Monsieur le Marquis, now go and show 
yourself to your wife." 

"Ah, my good Abbe, she does not care for me! 
Do you think she will ever really care for me?" 

"Go and put to her that question yourself," the 
Abbe replied, smiling, but with tears in his eyes. 

Dawn was breaking in the east, and the tocsin 

ringing in all the neighbouring villages. In the direc- 

tion of Clisson the sound of drums was heard, and 

^om time to time the flashiivg, oi ^xi^, \jax^^\i<^5^^ 



of peasantry, not armed with sticks and scythes as in 
the first insurrection, but disciplined and equipped like 
regular troops, were emerging firom every lane, winding 
along the hill-sides, and then, uniting in one dense 
mass, could be seen marching towards Torfou. Gen- 
tlemen on horseback galloped alongside the columns 
of infantry. Swords and bayonets glittered in the rays 
of the rising sun. The untilled fields and the grass of 
the meadows were groaning under the weight of heavy 
artillery. 

When Paul came out of his wife's room, his eyes 
were flashing, his cheeks flushed, and his whole counte- 
nance changed. Joy and excitement were visible in 
every feature of his face, and he walked like a man 
treading on air. Ren6e, in her white muslin dressing- 
gown, her beautiful hair floating on her shoulders, was 
clinging to him, and hanging on the lips of her young 
hero. 

"I am so happy, so proud of you," she exclaimed. 
**0h, Paul, I love you more than I can expressi But 
make haste," she added. "I dare not detain you one 
moment You must be the first to arrive." 

The Abb6 at the foot of the steps was holding the 
bridle of the young Marquis's horse which he had led 
out of the stable. Paul clasped his wife to his heart, 
embraced the Abb6, jumped on his steed, waved his 
hand, and galloped off" straight as an arrow firom the 
bow. 
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The honour of the house was saved! But it was 
on that very spot, at the foot of those steps, that the 
lifeless bodies of the brave sons of the old Marquis 
had been brought on the fatal day which had ruined 
the hopes of the Royalist party. It was there that the 
broken-hearted father, leaning on his fair daughter, had 
gazed on the mournful sight. A terrible presentiment 
shot through the heart of the poor Abb6. 

"Dear boy," he murmured, as with wistful eyes he 
watched the lessening form of the young horseman. 
"God bless and preserve him!" 

At that moment a young man of commanding 
aspect, accompanied by a number of other gentlemen, 
was seen slowly descending, on horseback, the steep 
side of the opposite hill. 

"It is Mr. d'Autichamp," Ren6e exclaimed; "but 
we shall arrive before him," and a bright triumphant 
smile illuminated her beautiful face. 

Conquered, but unsubdued, the Vendeans had 
only been waiting for an opportunity to rise again 
against the detested Government of the Republic. 
Secretly kept up by the machinations of England and 
of the Emigration, the spirit of resistance had been 
smouldering under the accumulated ruins. The vio- 
lence and the weakness of the Directory — for it is 
often with Governments as with individuals, the weaker 
they feel themselves, the more violent they become — 
had revived all the hatred, atv4 x^-aNq?jJ«v^\s&^ ^ \3aa 
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hopes of the Royalists. The Draconian law, which 
had made the parents and friends of the Vendeans re- 
sponsible for acts committed in their respective local- 
ities, was well calculated to rouse indignation and to 
exasperate the population of Brittany. 

In the spring of 1799 all the Vendee was in arms 
again; George Cadoudal had opened the campaign 
in the Morhiban, M. de Chatillon on the right, and M. 
d'Autichamp on the left bank of the Loire. The mo- 
ment seemed propitious to the Royalists, for the Re- 
public was tottering on its foundations. It was evident 
even to the least clear-sighted of its partizans that the 
day of its fall was nigh at hand. No one foresaw 
then the advent of the young and victorious General 
who was soon to ascend the steps of a throne which 
none of the French princes had sought to recover by 
throiving themselves into the midst of the struggling 
Vendeans. This war, which ended in less than a year 
by a general truce, and then by the peace of Mont- 
faucon, was not carried on in the religious and chival- 
rous spirit which had chararacterized the first Ven- 
dean outbreak. Civil war is always a terrible mis- 
fortune, but it does not necessarily lower the tone of 
a nation; on the contrary, it may sometimes revive 
public spirit; but when it is fomented by intrigues 
and foreign gold, it loses its respectability, and easily 
becomes criminal. 

jRe/2^ was happy; she found Taei^^M mV^'s. xc^Jso^-^ 
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element amidst the excitement and din of war; and 
she had a feeling of pleasure in thinking that her son 
would come into the world whilst swords were clashing 
and guns firing. An imwonted activity reigned in the 
chateau. Now and again a horseman rode into the 
court, left a message from head-quarters, and galloped 
away in breathless haste. Detachments of young 
recruits on their way to the army passed by the door, 
singing Royalist songs. The Abb6 was in his glory, 
all his martial ardour had revived. He went about 
collecting news; and almost every day gladdened 
Ren6e with some report of Iher husband's exploits 
which his imagination, perhaps, somewhat added to. 

"He is indeed a hero," he said, quite breathless 
with excitement; "a true Penarvan if ever there was 
one." 

Half of the sum obtained by the sale of La Briga- 
zi^re had already found its way into the coffers of the 
Royalists, and Ren6e fully anticipated that the re- 
mainder would follow. She was one evening with the 
Ahh6 on the terrace of the chateau. During the 
whole of the day they had heard, especially when a 
gust of wind arose, the distant, dull sound of firing. 
A battle had been raging near Nantes. It was just 
three weeks since Paul had left them. They were 
talking of his exploits, of the glory he was acquiring, 
of his devotion to the TaoVy ca.MSi^, ol ^<i ^^Mcas. be was 
adding to the name - of Peiiaivasi^ ^\>fi.\i ^ ^nsssSs. ^V 
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wheels was heard, and they saw a cart drawn by oxen 
coming into the court, escorted by two officers on 
horseback. Rente and the Abb6 rushed forward. The 
cart stopped, and they saw Paul lying on a straw mat- 
tress, livid and bleeding, with his eyes closed, and ap- 
parently insensible. L'Abb6 groaned and wrung his 
hands. Ren6e, pale and terrified, stood wildly gazing 
on her husband returning to his home pale and lifeless 
as her brothers had done. 

"Dead," she said in a broken voice. 

"Oh, my God! we have killed him," the Abb6 
cried. 

"He is not dead," M. d'Autichamp said. "He is 
badly wounded, but he may recover. You may well 
be proud of your husband, madame. M. de Penarvan 
has fought like a lion. He has done wonders. He 
has given us all an example which we can never for- 
get. The King will hear of it, and will always re- 
member what he owes to your family." 

Paul was carried to his room. The surgeon who, 
with M. d'Autichamp, had accompanied him, dressed 
his wound, and pronounced that, though it was a 
serious one, — for a ball had gone right through his 
breast, — no vital organ was injured, and that his life 
might be saved. 

For several hours Paul did not recover his senses. 
Kneeling at the foot of his bed, Reivfe^ 211^ \Jc^<i ^Js5^^ 
watched for the jfijnstsigna Qf,A x^tvim ol cot^.^ogxv^^^'^r.' 
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The Abbe wept and sobbed; Ren^e did not shed tears, 
but a new feeling in her heart gave a wild tenderness 
to the fixed gaze with which she contemplated the 
face of her motionless husband. 

"Dear boy, thank God you are alive," the Abbe 
murmured in Paul's ear, when he gave the first tokens 
of consciousness, and then Ren^e knelt close to him, 
and said with passionate feeling, — 

"Oh yes, you will live. Death will not rob me of 
my loved one — of my hero. You will be the joy and 
the glory of my life. I shall live only to love, to ad- 
mire, to bless you. Oh, Paul! my own Paul, never has 
a man been loved as ardently as I love you!" 

Paul had raised his head a little. 

"Why did they not leave me where I was?" he 
murmured, and then falling back on the pillow, he 
seemed to doze off. 

Ren^e thought he grieved at having been taken 
away firom the field of battle and the wild excitement 
of war. She pressed her lips on his cold hand with 
intense affection. 

"You are my own loved one, my hero," she said, 
and then tears rushed into her eyes — tears of proud 
emotion. 

For two long months his life hung on a thread, 
Ren^e never left him a moment, she nursed him with 
the most devoted tenderness*, Iciet ^2&%\Qt^A^ ^'wAion. 
seemed to be struggling, as i\. Yjex^, ^^ >iiaR.\ssss^^\i\- 
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ing catastrophe which sometimes seemed inevitable. 
She would hardly allow even the Abb6 to share her 
watches by his sick bed. 

Towards the end of July hopes of recovery were 
entertained, a decided improvement took place in the 
patient's condition. The wound had closed, and Paul 
appeared to be gaining strength, but he seemed 
strangely sad, morose, and silent. His wife's pas- 
sionate affection, which he had so ardently sighed for, 
and which a few months ago would have made him 
so happy, now did not seem to give him any pleasure. 
She was constantly at his side, more beautiful than 
ever, more charming in her manner to him than even 
in the days of courtship; devoted, loving, gentle, as he 
had never seen her, but no smiles and scarcely a word 
from him thanked her for all her care. 

Their relative feelings seemed completely changed. 
It appeared now as if all the love was on her side, 
not on his. She sometimes pressed her lips on his 
hand and said — 

"Why are you sad, my beloved one? If you knew, 
my own Paul, how proud I am of my husband. What 
are you sighing for? Is it this idle life that grieves 
you? But very soon you will be well again. In a few 
weeks you may be able to get on horseback again. 
You know that, whatever I may sufei , \ ^-a^ ^^^ ^"^^ 
a word against it. Your life is iai d^^x^x Xo \c^^ "^^^^ 
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my own, but your honour and your fame I value more 
than life. Oh, that I could die by your side in the 
field of battle. Had it not been for our son, the fiiture 
hope of our race, I could never have remained here 
inactive, whilst you, my loved one, were shedding your 
blood for your country and your King." 

Paul seemed hardly to attend to what she was say- 
ing, and made no answer. Day after day he seemed 
more absent, more dejected. 

One night Renee was watching alone by his bed- 
side. Her husband had been worse than usual during 
the day, feverish and light-headed, but had now been 
asleep for some hours. She stood at the balcony in 
the same place where Paul had stood on the eve of 
his departure for the army, and gazed, as he had 
done, on the quiet landscape, and the silent woods 
and river. It was one of those sultry nights when 
nature seems perfectly still. Not a sound reached the 
ear, not a leaf rustled in the valley, the stars were 
sparkling in a moonless sky. 

When she went back to Paul he was awake and 
sitting up in his bed with his head leaning on his 
hand. He looked more gloomy, more miserable than 
ever. Tears were streaming down his thin cheeks 
which he did not attempt to restrain or to conceal. 

"You are weeping?" she gently said, kneeling 
down by bis side with bei axros x«:^is^% on the bed, 
^^d gazing anxiously at his ^om i^^sr^* 
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"Yes," Paul answered; and slowly and mournfully 
he said, "Yes, I am weeping over my lost existence, — 
not the life I am going soon to part with, it is not 
worth a thought or a regret, but my old free, sweet, 
happy life. Oh, my poor dear home which I loved so 
much, my fields, my cattle, my good neighbours and 
servants. Why did I ever leave them? Why did I 
ever come here? Ah! it has cost me dear, that vain 
dream with which you deluded my weak brain." 

"Oh, Godl" Ren6e exclaimed, turning as cold as 
a stone. "Is this the way in which you requite my 
love — my devoted affection?" 

"Your love! your devoted affection!" he repeated 
with a bitter smile. "Oh, I can pity you as well as 
myself for the delusion you have been under during 
the last three months! I owe you no gratitude. Rente, 
for it is not me you love. Your pride has conjured 
up a being who has no real existence. You have de- 
voted yourself to a mere phantom of your brain. You 
have passionately loved a fanciful hero, a Knight 
errant, an imaginary Penarvan, such as your wild 
fancies created. I am not what you suppose, I am 
not a hero, I hate war, and I don't care for fame. 
They have told you that I fought like a lion, I really 
did not know I had done so. You are proud of my 
wound; I only know that it has made me suffer hor- 
ribly^ and that I shall die oi \\., Xom ^-^ "C^msi^. \sc^ 
name and my fame are dearex \.o '^wi ^^x5l \ss^ ^^^- 
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I do not feel as you do; I hate that horrid, that fatal 
name, I hate it, for it is the cause of my death. I do 
not reproach you, and yet — yet when I think how 
happy we might have been, and of all the nonsensical 
stuff that has led us to this misery, I could almost — . 
Oh, Ren^e, if you had allowed us to be happy, what 
a blessed life we might have led — I loved you so 

dearly . Do you remember the day that you 

came along that green lane, riding in the bright sun- 
shine, which seemed to beam around you as if you 
had been an angel of light. Oh, what a lovely day it 
was, and how beautiful you looked. But what you 
wanted was a hero, and I was only a poor fellow who 
would have doated upon you, if you had been a 
peasant girl, without a drop of the blood of the 
Penarvans in your veins. Take back your love, Renee, 
I have no right to it, though God knows I have paid 
for it with my blood, but I am not one whom you 
could ever care for." 

"Is this all you have to say, dear Paul?" Renee 
said in a faint voice, and with a lingering hope that 
his mind was wandering. 

"No," Paul answered, "I have something more to 
say," and he sat up in his bed, and spoke loudly and 
quickly. "If I should get well I mean to live accord- 
ing to my own views of right and wrong; I have 
spent half my fortune for yout holy cause, and received 
in return a horrible wound, 1 \iav^ V^A ^\Na>^j^ ^^ 
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that sort of thing. You will have a son, and I sup- 
pose you mean him to be a hero. If I die, which it 
is likely I shall, I am determined that the remainder 
of the purchase-money of my estate shall be settled 
upon him. However madly heroic you may make 
him, he will not be sorry when he comes of age to 
find himself possessed of a good fortune, if it was only 
to furbish up a little his ancestral domain. And now 
I have nothing more to say. We shall be less 
separated by death than we should be if I lived. 
What a fool I was to have ever thought you could 
love me. But now it is all over. You never loved 
me, and now I do not love you." 

Ren6e had listened to these words without betray- 
ing any sign of feeling. A deadly calmness seemed 
to paralyze her limbs and her heart. 

"You must try and sleep, dear Paul," she said, 
like a mother to a sick child. "You are tired; try to 
compose yourself and rest." 

And then she slowly went back to the balcony, 
and stood there as before, and did not move for a 
long time. The hero of her heart was dead, the object 
of her romantic worship vanished. A more bitter, 
hard, terrible awaking can scarcely be conceived. She 
went on nursing her husband with unremitting devo- 
tion, but there was no longer tenderness or passion in 
her looks, or in her words. She now and then. ^ai.^^. 
upon him with an. intense pi^y, ^xv \;\v\Oft. \>xsk*'^^- 
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sciously to herself there was some slight degree of 
scorn. 

The Ahh6 never heard or suspected what had 
passed between them, and to his last hour lived in the 
illusion that the young Marquis had been a model of 
heroic chivalry. The dying man spared the tender- 
hearted priest the sorrow which he had not feared to 
inflict on his lion-hearted wife. His health slowly 
gave way, and sank at last under the combined suf- 
ferings of his wound, and of a hopeless despondency. 
The good P)rrmil was his chief comfort; he cared only 
for the society and the consolations which that strange, 
eccentric, but devoted, affectionate, and pious friend 
afforded him, and every day increased their mutual 
attachment. 

Renee was engrossed with the thought of her ex- 
pected son. All her pride, her hopes, her ambition, 
her love, were now centred on her unborn infant. He 
was to be called Ren6e, like his grandfather, and to 
exceed all his ancestry in courage and virtue. It 
never occurred to her to feel any doubt as to the sex 
of the child. It had been a tradition in the family 
that the first-bom was always a son. Paul by dint of 
hearing this had become also convinced of it His 
heart did not warm towards this baby, so pompously 
put forward, so constantly described as a future hero. 
A sort of irritation on the subject had checked the 
tenderness of his paternal fedmg^s. 
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The Marquise de Penarvan was brought to bed on 
the first day of the first year of the 19th century. 
Whilst she was courageously enduring the pangs of 
childbirth her husband's life was drawing to a close. 
He had received the last sacraments just before his 
wife was taken ill. The poor Abb6 went fi-om one 
bedside to the other with a heart divided between 
hope and fear, joy and anguish. At last, just as it was 
getting dark, he came into the room of the dying man, 
carrying in his arms something wrapt up in a warm 
shawl. 

In a feeble voice Paul said, "Well, VAhh6, well?" 

"You must bear it as well as you can." 

"What, what?" Paul exclaimed. 

"We have a girl," the Abb6 said in a mournful 
voice. 

"A girl?" Paul said. 

"Yes, my dear friend; it is a great trial, but we 
must accept God's will." 

"Oh, God be blessed and thanked," Paul cried, 
and he pressed to his heart the tiny creature in his 
arms. "My little girl," he said with intense feeling, 
"my little daughter, my little girl," and then a shade 
of pain and sorrow passed over his face. 

"Oh, my darling," he cried, "oh joy of my last 
moments, what will be your fate, my poor little girl? 
You were not expected, you were not wishad fet. 
Oh, if I could only livQ to take cai^ ol \\sx^ V^ Vss^ 
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and cherish her. If God would let me live — . 
child, my little treasiire, you are sent to me, an< 
must die!" 

He fell back fainting. When, after a long unc 
sciousness, he opened his eyes the Abb^ was pray 
at the foot of his bed. He held out to him his c 
dying hand, drew him to himself, laid his head in 
bosom, and whispered — 

"You will love her. You will never leave her. \ 
will tell her how I would have doated upon her. ( 
God only knows how dearly. My wife had meant I 
son to be called Ren^. I wish my daughter to 
called after me. Let her name be Paule; and c 
last word, my best, my only friend. My poor ch 
must have a mother. You will be to her a father a 
a mother." 

The sun rose that morning, though it was in 1 
midst of winter, in bright and cloudless beauty. P; 
asked the Abbe, who had been watching and prayi 
by his side all night, to open the window. A ray 
sunshine reached his bed. 

"It must be very fine at La Brigazi^re," he sa 
and the last of the Penarvans closed his eyes 
death. 
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CHAPTER VII. 
Rente's Daughter. 

It flows on, this sad life, whether in breathless 
haste, or at a slow pace; whether it dashes over rocks, 
or creeps sleepily along the sand; whether it changes 
every moment in its aspect and in its prospects, or 
whether it invariably reflects the same little comer of 
the sky and the same overhanging foliage, still it goes 
on, nothing stops its course, and that is often the best 
we can say for it. 

How distant it seemed, that fresh autumn day, 
when the beautiful Ren^e, seated on her mule, her fair 
hair blowing about in the wind, was riding through 
the lanes of La Brigazi^re with the Abb^ Pyrmil by 
her side. The beautiful Rente is no longer young. 
The Abb6 Pyrmil is growing old, and the good dog 
Fergus has been dead many a day. The time has 
gone by when the Marquise de Penarvan's pride in- 
dulged in poetic fancies, when it was ardent and im- 
petuous; it has now become morose and silent. The 
family was extinct, it lived only in the Abba's history. 
The light bad departed from \\.^ aiA ^'i OA Ocl^^-^ 

TA<l.tiusqf the Valley, eU. ^'^ 
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had resumed the mournful gloom which for a moment 
had been brightened by Renee's marriage. 

She never spoke of her husband. No one could 
tell if she forgave his dying regrets, his disavowal of 
the merit of his heroic end, his protest against the 
unwilling sacrifice he had made of his life; but she 
sold one of her few remaining acres of land in order 
to erect a monument to his memory, bearing the fol- 
lowing inscription: — 

"Here rests the Marquis Paul de Penarvan, the last 
of the name, who fell mortally wounded under the 
walls of Nantes, fighting for the Royal cause." 

The King of France is seated again on the throne 
of St. Louis; but as far as the ruins of the Chateau de 
Penarvan are concerned, the event had produced no 
change. Monarchs are not supposed to be a parti- 
cularly grateful set of people, and there are many dif- 
ficulties in the way of those who resume a long-vacated 
position. The chateau is in a more miserable condi- 
tion than ever, the state of its walls by no mcjans reas- 
suring. Nature, more generous than Royalty, has 
thrown over them a mantle of green leaves. Ivy binds 
together many a loose stone, amongst which pretty 
little white and rosy pinks raise their graceful heads. 
Trees have grown in the interior of the tower. 

In the inside of the house nothing is changed. The 
same portraits, the same fvxriiteie, \)cva ^^xfikfc \s>a^^ ^C 
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life are to be found there. It all looks as if time had 
stood still. The Marquise seldom paints now, but the 
Abb6, like all great artists who are never satisfied with 
their work, labours at the annals of the Penarvans, and 
is still on the look-out for the missing prelate. He has 
lately discovered a Penarvan, a member of the family 
who had been perversely concealing himself in the re- 
cesses of some annals long out of print, but which had 
come to light in connection with a new history of Brit- 
tany. At every moment the Abb^ can be seen with 
his manuscript under his arm, walking up and down 
the terraces, gesticulating and spouting some of the 
most eloquent passages of his work. In that gloomy 
and solitary abode the old Abb6 is the only animated 
and active element — the grasshopper of the park, 
the cricket of the hearth, the familiar spirit of the 
place. 

A pale young creature has grown up amongst all 
those ruins, the child of Ren^e and Paul, but with 
none of her mother's strength and pride, none of her 
father's placid joyousness. 

At the time that we resume our story Paule de 
Penarvan was between seventeen and eighteen years of 
age, but her figure was so slight and her features so 
small and delicate that she did not look more than 
fifteen. There was something which reminded one of 
a weeping willow in her slender, graceful form — of a 
fawn in her shy and downcast eyes — ol ^ ^^n^ \sl\«x. 
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gentle, noiseless ways. There was beauty in that 
dreamy face, but it was a sad sort of beauty, which 
inspired more sympathy than admiration; it was so 
wistful, so dejected, so helpless. Not the least like- 
ness to the family was visible in this its last scion. It 
seemed as if she had been formed by Nature in 
direct contradiction to all its traditional characteristics. 

When the Marquise with her queen-like step and 
majestic beauty walked up and down the drawing- 
room, as she was often wont to do of an evening, she 
would stop sometimes and look with wonder at the 
delicate girl almost always absorbed in her needle- 
work, at her meek, bent-down head, her pale little face 
surrounded by brown curls, and her eyes, soft and 
dark like velvet, asleep under the fringe of their black 
lashes. "Was that really the last descendant of a race 
of heroes?" she mentally exclaimed with a sort of in- 
ward irritation. 

The feeling of intense disappointment and regret 
which the birth of her daughter had caused her had 
gone on increasing as time went on. The sight of this 
puny girl continually reminded her of the ruin of all 
her hopes and the extinction of her race. She had 
faithfully performed a mother's duty towards her child 
as far as the care of her in a bodily and in a moral 
sense. She had been neither unkind, or unjust, or 
harsh to Paule. Ren^e never consciously did SLny- 
tbing she knew to be wrong, ox oictox^^ ^\!iat ^1iq 
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knew to be right, but her feeling for her seemed 
limited to a sense of duty and a sort of pity for her 
insignificance. There was something that provoked 
her in Paule's slow and hesitating way of walking, her 
dejected attitudes, her dreamy beauty, her helpless- 
ness, and even her silent submission and passive obe- 
dience. 

And then this daughter of hers had never shown 
the least sympathy with the traditions to which she 
had herself sacrificed her life. Paule on that point 
had proved quite unamenable to the Abbe's teachings, 
quite indifferent to the glory of her family. She seemed 
to have a secret instinct that it was those ideas which 
had destroyed her father. Even the story of the siege 
of Massoure and the heroic death of Guy de Penarvan 
did not excite in her the least emotion. 

The only strong feeling she evinced was horror at 
the sight of blood. When, quite a little child, sitting 
on the Abba's knees, he tried to show her the pictures 
of battles painted by her mother in his manuscript, 
she used to scream fearfully, and ever since that time 
took a dislike to the very sight of the book. All those 
heroes who had so much bored her father she seemed 
to have an hereditary dislike to, and when the Ahh6 
began to speak of them and their exploits, she used 
to pout and say, "No, TAbb^, no;" and once or twice 
when he tdked of swords and 'wouxiAs* '^'^ \^&^:^ 
fainted 



1 8 2 THE HOUSE OF PENARVAN. 

If there is a sad fate in the world it is that of a 
child whose mother has secretly resented its birth, and 
this was the case with Paule. Never had Rente smiled 
on her as a baby, never had she caressed or kissed 
her in her childhood. She grew up as a plant without 
sunshine, as a blossom nipped by the cold winds. She 
opened her little heart to no one. It was difficult to 
say how much or how little she felt. She seldom cried, 
seldom smiled, never complained, but always seemed 
to feel cold. At all times of the year, in winter as 
well as in summer, she used to creep out as soon as 
she had done her lessons and sit in the sunshine in 
some sheltered place under the ruined walls, and re- 
main there sometimes for hours thinking of nothing, 
saying nothing, dreaming away the time, gathering the 
flowers within her reach, or catching the lizards run- 
ning in and out of their holes and on her frock. 

"Ah, rAbb6, how cold it is!" she often said,* or, 
"Is not the wind very icy?" 

The Abb6 was so fond of Paule that he forgave 
her even her indifference to everything regarding the 
fame of her family. All the power of loving with 
which God had filled his heart, and which had found 
no living object till then, but had spent itself in wor- 
ship of the dead, was now centred on this child. 

He had carried her about in his arms in her in- 
fancy; he bad guided liei fcR\. \.o\Xmxi% ^\s.^v^ \v^ had 
been her companion, hex p\ayca2i\.^,V^x m^Nx^i^x^^^^ 
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more than that, he had fulfilled her father's last be- 
hest. As much as in him lay, he had been a mother 
to the unloved child. There had been but little bright- 
ness in the poor Abbe's life. He had suffered, uncon- 
sciously indeed, but still suffered, much under Renee's 
despotic rule. He had never been . engaged in heart- 
stirring labours of an apostolic or missionary sort. His 
life had been spent amongst tombs and old parchments, 
and it was a new and strange pleasure to his aged 
heart to see a gentle, fair little creature growing up 
under his eyes, who had no one to care for, whom no 
one cared for but himself. 

The Abbe Pyrmil perfectly worshipped the delicate 
child whom in his simplicity he looked upon as a 
mysterious recompense bestowed upon him for his life- 
long devotion to the House of Penarvan. He did not 
at all resent that the late Marquis should have belied 
all the most established traditions of his family by 
leaving behind him nothing but a puny girl as the 
heiress of his name. It was pretty to see the old priest 
watching Paule, and following her about the garden 
like a faithful nurse, finding out for her the most sunny 
spots, building up with moss and fern resting-places 
for his darling, telling her the names of the flowers 
with which he filled her lap, and teaching her to thank 
the God who had made those sweet blossoms and the. 
bright sun which warmed her little s!Q\\e;TOv% \vxs5s>r. "bs* 
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she sat under the ruined wall with the Abb6 at her 
feet 

There was no time of the year when he did not 
contrive to surround her with flowers; scarcely a month 
in which early or late roses did not grow in the bushes 
or against the walls for Paule to smell at or pull to 
pieces. In April he used to find birds'-nests and hide 
them about the garden, that she might be cheered with 
the sound of the young ones chirping as the parent 
birds brought them food. All that was displeasing to 
her mother in the child's looks and manner was just 
what delighted the Abb^. After so many storms, and 
tempests, and the rebukes he had endiured at the hands 
of the haughty Ren^e, the meekness, the sweet help- 
lessness, the soft ways and gentle sadness of little 
Paule had a peculiar attraction for him. He admired 
the Marquise as intensely and reverently as ever, but 
thirty years of admiration on the fiill stretch are fati- 
guing to the mind and heart, and when the child, 
rousing herself out of one of her absent fits, put out 
her little hands to stroke his face, or to lay hold of 
his chin, and said in her sweet voice, "Good Abb^! 
dear Abb6!" old Pyrmil was in the third heaven. 

When Paule was eighteen he still looked upon her 

as a child. It did not occur to him that an)rthing was 

wanting to her happiness, and las did iw>t look forward 
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to any change in her destiny. The life they led 
seemed to him such a happy one, that he could not 
imagine any change for the better either in her or in 
her existence. He liked everything she said and did. 
He would have been almost sorry if she had been less 
delicate and less chilly. It was such a joy to him to 
cherish and wrap her up, and surround her with every 
little comfort or amusement he could devise. He loved 
Paule as the prisoner loves the flower that has sprung 
up amongst the bars of his dungeon, or the bird that 
twitters in the angle of his window. 

He did not forget any of the late Marquis's recom- 
mendations. Many a time he had spoken to her of 
her father. But one day when he had described to 
her his departure for the army, and what had ensued, 
she looked at him earnestly, her brown eyes filling with 
tears, and said — 

"But if you loved him why did you let him go 
to that dreadful war, which had killed my four uncles 
and my grandfather?" 

She was then ten years old, and the Abb^ felt a 
pang at the child's question, and some difficulty after- 
wards in reverting to the subject. 

To the phase of epic and heroic romance which 
Renee had represented in the days of her youth had 
succeeded a more touching, more ^a,d> xcvot^ <:i\iR.^:j5iSJ^ 
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sort of poetry, in greater harmony, perhaps, with the 
fate of a fallen house. Otherwise there was no per- 
ceptible change in the old ruined chateau. 

The Marquise had remained, if not indifferent, yet 
passive as to all the great events that were taking 
place. During the wars of the Empire she wondered 
why there should be so many battles when there were 
no more any Penarvans to fight the:m. Under the 
Consulate attempts had been made to turn to purpose 
the high and legitimate influence of her name, her 
rank, and her personal character in the direction of 
foreign conspiracies, and to make the home of so many 
loyal generations a focus of intrigue. But to proposals 
in this sense she had turned a deaf ear. Her answer 
was that her family had always been ready to fight 
and die for the King, but not to plot and conspire. 

When M. de Limoelan called upon her, she re- 
ceived him standing at the door of her house, and 
would not allow him to cross the threshold. 

The return of the Bourbons, whilst it fulfilled all 
the ardent desires she had so long felt for the re- 
establishment of the monarchy, had envenomed the 
wounds of her heart and deepened her anguish. Oh, 
if she could but have stood at the foot of the throne 
leaning on the arm of a son! If she could have pre- 
sented to the King the young M.aic\ji\s of Penarvanl 
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Never had she felt so intensely the fall of her house, 
the terrible disappomtment of Paule's birth, the bitter 
humiliations it had entailed upon her. 

Whilst the Royalist party was exulting, and its de- 
voted adherents more or less claiming, expecting, and 
obtaining compensations for their sacrifices, she re- 
mained proudly silent in her solitary and dignified 
retirement There was a general burst of admiration 
when it was known that the Marquise de Penarvan 
asked for nothing at the hands of the monarch for 
whom all her relatives had perished. Profuse were the 
praises of her disinterested high-mindedness. Dis- 
interested conduct is always singularly appreciated. 
But after a little while people said there was a good 
deal of pride in this resolution, and others that it was 
a piece of folly. No one said it was a lesson, but 
many thought so in their hearts. The world does not 
really like high principles, and it rather shunned the 
sight of a poverty which was too like a satire on some 
of its own doings. 

So under the restored monarchy the home of the 
Penarvans remained as silent, as solitary, and as de- 
stitute as before. Day after day went by unmarked 
by any incident or the least intercourse with the out- 
ward world, when one evening, to the astonishment of 
every one, the sound of a carriage was heard in the 
avenue, and, wonder of wonders, 'wVieviSx ^\ss^^^^\ife- 
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fore the entrance-door a woman no longer young, but 
still pretty and pleasing, stepped out of it, and rapidly 
ascending the steps, walked into the drawing-room, and 
as she drew her arms round the neck of the Marquise 
exclaimed, with emotion — 

"Don't you know me again, dear Ren^e? Have 
you forgotten Marie de Grandchamp?" 



MADAME DE SOLEYRE. l8$ 



CHAPTER VIII. 
Madame de Solejrre. 

After the rout of the Royalist army before Mans, 
Ren^e had wandered, as was said before, from farm to 
farm, and encountered many dangers on her way back 
to her deserted home. That life of narrow escapes, of 
breathless toils and dangers, had been closed by one 
of those episodes which form the silver lining of the 
dark clouds of adversity. 

One evening at the Chateau de Grandchamp, near 
Niort, news was brought that a young Vendean, one 
of the hrigandes of the Loire, had arrived at the neigh- 
bouring farm exhausted and faint; her feet torn by the 
furze of the moorlands. The description given of this 
traveller excited the curiosity and interest of the in- 
mates of the chateau, and Madame de Grandchamp 
and her daughter hastened to the farm, where they 
were struck with the beauty and aristocratic appear- 
ance of the handsome outlaw who was supping on 
bread and cheese. They invited her to the chateau 
without any inquiries, but when on their arrival there 
Ren^e mentioned her name there was quite a burst ol 
spnpathy and enthusiasm, fox in 3\\ ^o\\.Q'vi ^^ "^"^^ss^su 
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was a household word. She spent several weeks in 
this hospitable abode, \yrhere she was cherished, made 
much of, worshipped in fact by the whole family, and 
did not leave it till the end of the war enabled her to 
take possession of the remnants of her inheritance. 

Mademoiselle de Grandchamp, a gentle, aflfectionate, 
generous, and rather romantic girl, conceived for the 
fair heroine one of those impassioned girlish fancies 
which are seldom reciprocated by those who inspire 
them. Marie was totally unlike the object of her wo^ 
ship, and on that very account the cold and haughty 
beauty, the heroic spirit, and the proud magnanimity 
of her friend made a wonderful impression upon her 
heart and her imagination. "Like takes to like" is 
one of those foolish sayings which are belied by ex- 
perience. People are for the most part fascinated by 
those most unlike themselves. 

In Marie de Grandchamp's eyes there was nothing 
on earth so beautiful or so admirable as Ren^e de 
Penarvan, and when her friend described her adven- 
tures, the deaths of her brothers, and the terrible 
scenes she had witnessed, Marie's eyes were riveted 
upon her, and she listened to ev^ry word that fell 
from her lips in a perfect ecstacy. 

Mademoiselle de Penarvan had graciously accepted 

this adoring worship like a queen who feels that to 

accept is to be generous, and she had carried away 

and preserved a grateful i^m^Tctot^.T!kKfe ^l '^'^ Vav 
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pitality extended to her at Grandchamp. The two 
friends when they parted promised to write often to 
each other. Every one knows how those promises of 
early friendship are generally kept. A girlish corre- 
spondence was not at all in Rente's line. Marie per- 
severed in writing till the day when, falling in love 
and marrying, all the prodigal waste of affection with 
which her heart overflowed turned in that new direc- 
tion. 

This is generally the fate of those romantic friend- 
ships between girls; they are almost always absorbed 
and nullified by the deeper and stronger feelings of 
after life. It was about the same time that the friends 
married. Marie wrote to inform Renee of her happi- 
ness in the full exuberance of youthful joy and affec- 
tion, and Ren^e announced her own marriage with all 
the exultation of one who had realized the dream of 
her life. 

Very different were their destinies. During all 
those years that the Marquise de Penarvan spent in 
hopeless and gloomy solitude, buried as it were under 
the ruins of her ancestral home, and wasting in bitter 
and useless regrets the best years of her existence, 
Madame de Soleyre was performing all the sweetest 
and most active duties of a wife and mother, and 
those of a friend and comforter to all within her reach. 
She was unboundedly indulgent, and to that spirit of 
iifldness which jnajces virtue lovaiJciVe ^"^ -vicco^.^^ ^. 
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charm which is, as it were, the perfume of kind- 
ness. 

It was considered a privilege to be intimate with 
Madame de Soleyre, and people found it so pleasant 
to love her that they felt quite grateful for being 
allowed to do so. She had married a gentleman of 
good birth and small means who had acted a con- 
spicuous part during the hundred days, and since 
1815 had been Prefect of Bordeaux. During the 
whole period of the restoration M. de Soleyre and his 
charming wife were the centre of the best society in a 
city famous for its intellectual resources, and where 
even those most engrossed in business and commer- 
cial pursuits have refined tastes and poetical instincts. 

The two Mends had ceased to correspond, but 
they still cared for one another. When Ren^e mused 
on the days of her youth and its adventurous vicis- 
situdes her thoughts often dwelt on the Chateau de 
Grandchamp. And Marie had remained faithful to 
the beautiful heroine, the first object of her youthful 
enthusiasm. 

Those blossoms of early friendship sometimes 
revive in after life. At any rate they leave behind 
them remembrances never entirely obliterated. Ma- 
dame de Soleyre had often thought of visiting Rente 
in her solitary chateau, but something or other had 
^Jways stood m the way oi Yv&i ^^c53tK^\^£>Mij^ -^haJt 
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sounded easy but somehow or other turned out to be 
difficult. 

However, in the beginning of 1818 circumstances 
obliged her to come to Nantes, and she could not 
resist the desire of setting off at once and driving to 
the Chateau de Penarvan, which was at three or four 
hours distance. 

Very pleasant it is for friends to meet again after 
a long absence, but not always so when the absence 
has extended over a great number of years. Very 
often in that case the pleasure which has been anti- 
cipated by both parties turns out a miserable failure. 
It was in the spring-tide of youth that the parting 
took place. In the memory of both the past has re- 
mained a smiling vision. There is a mutual surprise 
at the changed looks, a secret wonderment as to the 
degree to which each has unconsciously to herself 
altered in appearance and in manner. On the whole 
there is often more astonishment and constraint than 
enjoyment in the renewed intercourse so long looked 
forward to. 

But nothing of this sort happened in the case of 
the two women who met that day after nearly a quarter 
of a century's separation. Ren^e was still handsome, 
and as distinguished-looking as ever. Marie had re- 
tained much of the beauty and all the charm and 
grace of her youthful days. 

Madame de Soleyre had inlend^iaL Vo \fta5«w^ <^^ ^ 

7:ir Li/ies nf ih€ Fallty, etc, ^'^ 
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short apparition at the Chateau de Penarvan, but she 
was induced to prolong her stay by an unexpected at- 
traction. It did not take her a long time to find out 
the secrets of that home, and to ascertain the full ex- 
tent of the gloom and poverty which prevailed in it. 
She had a quick power of observation, acquired by a 
long intercourse with the world, and that thoughtful 
discernment which results from the habit of caring for 
others and forgetting oneself. 

On the first night of her arrival she and Renee 
had a long conversation, in the course of which she 
soon perceived how deep and acute were the wounds 
of that proud and blighted heart. She had seen the 
good old Abbe poring over his manuscript, writing, 
remodelling, polishing his sentences, and only inter- 
rupting his labours to fill his nose with snuff, and then 
she had observed in a comer of the drawing-room the 
pale, silent girl whose large eyes were fixed upon her 
with a sort of wondering curiosity. The next morning 
she went early into the park, and was walking slowly 
through the alleys amidst the frightened blackbirds, 
who seemed startled at the appearance of a stranger. 
Musing on what she had noticed the evening before, 
she felt depressed by the thought of those three per- 
sons living like ghosts in that ruined abode. The ex- 
pression of the young girl's face haunted her, and just 
as she was dwelling upon it she turned the comer of 
an alley which opened on V\ie \.^ti^c&> «si^ %^:« V^ 
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sitting in the angle of a wall on which the rising sun 
was shining, just as pale, just as motionless as the 
previous night, with her chin resting on her hand, and 
her elbows on her knees, looking like a frozen bird. 

With a kind smile she went up to her, and made 
some remark on the beauty of the day. 

"It is very cold," Paule answered. "Don't you find 
it very cold here, Madame? I never feel warm even 
in summer." 

Madame de Soleyre was looking at her with great 
interest, and tears came into her eyes. 

"You are crying, Madame. What grieves you?" 
Paule anxiously asked. 

Madame de Soleyre sat down by her side, took her 
hand in hers, and said — 

"I had a daughter who would have been now 
about your age if it had not pleased God to take her 
to Himself." 

"Is she dead?" 

"Yes, my child; I lost her some years ago." 

"And you cry when you think of it? You loved 
her then?" 

"I loved her with all my heart. She was the joy 
of my life, the darling of my soul. I felt when she 
died as if all my earthly happiness had vanished for 
ever." 

"I did not know," Paule said, and a slight colour 
tinged }ier pale cheeks, "I <iid not "^cy« NJs^X. xsx^^^^?* 
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ever loved their daughters so much, I thought they 
only cared in that sort of way for their sons." 

These words completed Madame de Sole)rre's in- 
sight into the history of that delicate, charming young 
creature to whom at first sight she had taken so great 
a fancy. She understood what had been her fate, sh6 
felt the deepest pity for her. Putting her arm round 
the young girl's waist she drew her close to herself, 
and spoke to her as a mother might have done. 

"Will you let me love you, my little Paule?" she 
fondly said. "Will you love me?" and with her soft 
white hand she stroked her hair and her cheeks. 
"Will you be to me a daughter, and let me try to be 
a mother to you?" 

A look of pleasure, such a look as had never be- 
fore beamed on Panic's face, answered these words. It 
was the first time she had ever been spoken to in that 
way. Like a thirsty flower opening its breast to the 
dew of Heaven, she nestled in the arms which en- 
clasped her, and felt almost overcome with joyful sur- 
prise. Tears streamed down her face, and when Marie 
left off speaking and silently caressed her, she whis- 
pered — 

"Go on talking to me, Madame. I feel as if your 

words warmed me fi*om head to foot." Madame de 

Soleyre was to have started that day, but yielding to 

Rente's eaniest request, backed by her own inclination, 

she agreed to stay on tiW tiae exi^ ol SJsv^ ^^^> •wA.M 
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that time was again prevailed upon to prolong her 
visit. Paule clung to her like a creeper to a tree. 
They took every morning long walks in the park, and 
Marie discovered in her young friend's heart and mind 
capacities which the Marquise had never even guessed 
at, and which seemed to have been brought to light 
by the warmth of her own affectionate disposition. 

Marie used to wonder over the contrast between 
the timid, silent girl in the drawing-room, who ap- 
peared paralyzed in her mother's presence, and the 
smihng young creature who hastened to meet her in 
the park with a light and bounding step, which seemed 
scarcely to stir the dry leaves under her feet. A joyful 
exclamation rose on her lips whenever she caught sight 
of her friend, and her arms were quickly thrown about 
her neck. There is something very sweet in the love 
of a young, innocent heart that has found no outlet for 
its warm feelings. It has the charm of spring-tide. 
They sometimes sat together in the angle of the wall 
where they had first made acquaintance, or they walked 
into the country by the side of the river on the road 
to Tiffange. 

There was one person who felt a little jealousy of 
this sudden friendship, and an instinctive fear of what 
it might lead to; this was the poor Ahh6, He had 
been imeasy ever since a stranger had invaded what 
he thought the blissful solitude of tlv& oJasl^^ayi.. ^^^ 
foresaw that he might lose his exdMs\N^ fv'^ \r> '^^- 



iqS the house of penarvan. 

care of the child whom he so tenderly cherished. She 
did not sit in the accustomed place in the garden. 
She did not seem to care so much about her birds 
and flowers. She took long walks alone with this new 
friend, and everything new the good old man had a 
dislike to. It cannot be denied that he looked with a 
secret resentment at the amiable visitor, and wished 
she would let Paule alone and take her departure. 

"Must you go? Will you really go?" Paule said 
to her friend. "Oh, please do not leave us. You 
told me to love you, and I love you so much. I loved 
you from the first moment I saw you. When you came 
into that large, cold drawing-room of ours I felt im- 
mediately so fond of you, and that it was God who 
had sent you to do me good, to make me happy. Oh, 
dear Madame de Soleyre, do not go away; the leaves 
are falling, the days are growing short, the birds are 
taking their departure, winter is beginning again. Oh, 
I have gone through so many cold, sad winters. Do 
have pity upon me, do not leave me in this melan- 
choly place, where all those old portraits seem to frown 
upon me in the dull twilight and the long evenings 
You say that you feel as if I were really your 
daughter; then you cannot go away and leave me. I 
know why you do not answer, why you look at me so 
sadly. You have other duties, other interests; you 
must go back to your own \iome. But oh^ could you 
not take me with you? I do so \oTi^ lot ^ Os^ax^^^sst 
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sunshine, for warmth. Could you not hide me in a 
comer of your house where I would remain quiet and 
be in nobody's way? You would come and give me 
a kiss now and then, you would love me, and I should 
be so, so happy." 

Marie kissed and soothed the excited girl, and felt 
that it would be indeed sad to leave her to her fate 
without making an effort to rescue her for a while 
from the miserable life she was leading in her mother's 
house. From the first moment she had seen Paule her 
heart had warmed towards the child of her early friend, 
and now she had become strongly attached to her. 
She knew that her affection, her caresses, her conversa- 
tion had awakened, as it were, a new life in that 
dormant soul, and that this made it a duty not to 
forsake the young creature who clung to her with so 
much tenderness. But to stay on at Penarvan was im- 
possible. Wives are very important functionaries in 
French prefectures. If they do not rule as officials, 
at any rate they reign as queens, and Madame de 
Soleyre's husband strongly objected to her prolonged 
absence. 

The idea of taking Paule with her to Bordeaux 
had crossed her mind. She had even gone so far as 
to sound her mother on the subject, but the Marquise 
had cut the matter short by a few decisive words. She 
did not intend her daughter to xoix. V^JQa. ^^ ^^^^ 
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and it was therefore unadvisable to give her a* taste 
for it 

The Abbe, who had been present at this conversa- 
tion, looked askance at Madame de Solejrre, and won- 
dered at her audacity. 

More than once Marie tried to change Renee's rigid 
views as to her own and her daughter's destiny. She 
endeavoured to soften that haughty soul, to win some 
concessions from her indomitable pride. Why was she 
resolved to live for ever in poverty and seclusion? the 
Penarvans had deserved well of the Crown, why not 
make an effort to re-establish their position? The 
King, if he knew the state of the case, would take an 
interest in the widow and the child of the valiant and 
devoted adherent who had died in his cause. 

Darl| as a thunder-cloud was the expression of 
Renee's face when this allusion was made to her hus- 
band, and when Marie asked her if she meant to bury 
her daughter amidst the ruins of the chateau, and offer 
up her youth and her whole life as a sacrifice to her 
own worship of her ancestry, she answered — 

"My dear Marie, it is not for the dead to force 
themselves into notice; poverty becomes the decaying 
days of our old nobility. It is not in the midst of 
feasting and worldly pomp and splendid entertainments 
that great families should disappear. My daughter 
and I are mourners, the last of an extinct race. Can 
/ dress her up like other gii\s Va\i2J^r%QWDS» ^x^^\ss*Rsil 
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No, she shall live as I 'would have lived if I had not 
married one of my own kindred. She will bear as 
long as she exists the name of which she is the only 
representative, and I do not see why this should be a 
reproach to me or a hardship to her." 

"I maintain," Marie exclaimed, "that it is a great 
hardship upon her, and one you have no business to 
inflict. You may say what you like, Ren^e, but girls 
are not meant to wear perpetual mourning; they are 
meant to be wives and mothers, unless God calls them 
to the religious life. You are strangely attached to 
your grand old name and I can easily understand it. . 
Well, why don't you try to marry Paule to some one 
who would assume her name. This is very often done, 
and some of the greatest families " 

**Not in our family, my dear friend, could this 
subterfuge be adopted. Our name will live in history, 
that is enough for us, and much better than to bestow 
it on a stranger like a deceptive sign-board. But I am 
not so despotic and tyrannical a mother as you sup- 
pose; my own ideas are very positive, but I do not 
fwrce them upon others. I live in my own convictions 
as in a fortress, but I do not wish to imprison others 
within its walls. To tell you the truth, I do not think 
Paule the sort of girl likely to marry " 

"Why not, Ren^e? she is a charming girl; I don't 
think you appreciate her." 

^*Sbe is a mere child, and wW uw^x \ ''Ckns^Xsi^ 
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anything but a chfld; still I do not want to put any 
pressure on her inclinations, or to control her in a 
despotic manner. If she cares so little for her name 
that she is willing to exchange it for another, and that 
amongst the old French nobility there is any one 
worthy of her hand and wishing to marry her, let him 
by all means propose for my daughter. I should not 
in that case refuse a suitable offer." 
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CHAPTER IX. 
Paule at Bordeaux. 

Madame de Soleyre succeeded so far in obtaining 
some concession from the intractable pride of her 
friend: she admitted the possibility of Paule's marrying. 
This had not been arrived at without difficulty; but 
where was a descendant of the Crusaders to be found 
worthy of an alliance with the last of the Penarvans? 
and if this pink of chivalry did exist, what good fairy 
would ever bring him within reach of the ruined and 
enchanted castle, silent and secluded as the palace of 
the sleeping beauty? Paule might grow old and 
withered before he made his way there. 

On the first of October, Ren^e, Marie, and Paule 
were sitting in the drawing-room. It was on the after- 
noon of that day that Madame de Soleyre was to take 
her departure. Her travelling carriage was at the door. 
The Abb^ walked himself to Clisson to order the post- 
horses. He was delighted at the prospect of a renewal 
of what he called the peaceful existence at the chateau, 
interrupted by that flighty lady's col\v^T?^^l^a\s. ^xA^ -as. 
he considered it, restless exciteiaeiit. Maf^a ^xA'^.K^fefc 
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were conversing together; Paule was sitting on the 
opposite side of the room looking so sad that Marie's 
heart ached for her. 

At about twelve o'clock the village letter-carrier 
passed through the court and delivered to the old 
servant at the door a letter with the Bordeaux post- 
mark 

That letter, strange to say, was to decide Pauleys 
fate. Madame de Soleyre opened it, gave a start as 
she glanced at the contents, and seizing hold of 
Rente's arm, she almost dragged her into one of the 
alleys of the park. 

"Ren^e," she hurriedly began, "Ren6e, I see a 
way of securing your daughter's future position. The 
Comte d'Artois, the King's brother, is expected at 
Bordeaux, and my husband tells me he is to lodge at 
the prefecture." 

"Well, and what of that?" Ren6e asked, not at all 
understanding the drift of her friend's remark. 

"What of that? Why of course you will let me 
take Paule with me, and I shall present her to the 
Prince, who will be one day our king. An interview 
between the heir of the throne and the last of the 
Penarvans will be a matter of history." 

Marie felt inclined to add, "And a fine chapter 
jn the Abba's book," but she refrained, and the Mar- 
guj'se answered — 
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"But Paule is only a child." 

"What does that signify, if that child is the last 
representative of an illustrious family? And how much 
may result from this presentation, which at any rate 
will give a member of the Royal family an opportunity 
of expressing the respect and regard which our 
monarch and all our princes must feel for the descen- 
dant of a long line of heroes. And if the Prince was 
to select himself a worthy husband for your daughter, 
would you not accept a son-in-law thus recommended 
to you?" 

After a moment's silence, with a despairing accent, 
Ren^e exclaimed — 

"Oh, if God had but given me a son!" 

"Take care, take care, Ren^e," Madame de Soleyre 
said in a tone of the deepest feeling; "do not 
reproach God for having given you a daughter. 
What if He punished you by taking her away from 

you!" 

They walked up and down for some time, both 
absorbed in painful thoughts. At last the Marquise 
stopped, and said — 

"Well, let the Prince see her, and speak to her. 
It will be the last episode of our history. But it must 
be clearly understood, Marie, that it is not as a 
petitioner that Mademoiselle de Peivaivaxv ^«>JX •aj^-^^-act 
before him. I would rather die tYvau ?»^TiCiC\Q»\v ^xs>jCssssN!i:, 
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of the sort. Speak if you like of the blood our kindred 
have shed in the Royal cause, but do not allude to 
our poverty. A kind word, a gracious smile, we can 
accept, but no favours. My daughter must appear on 
this occasion in a manner suitable to her rank; I have 
still some few acres I can part with *' 

"Nonsense, Renee; you vex me by speaking in 
that way. Whilst she remains with me, your child will 
be my child to all intents and purposes." 

A few minutes afterwards they went back to the 
drawing-room. Ren6e said to her daughter — 

"Go and pack up your things, Paule; Madame 
de Soleyre is going to take you with her to 
Bordeaux." 

Paule was used to silent obedience; she never 
made any remark as to her mother's commands; and 
at that moment, when her heart was beating with sur- 
prise and emotion, she did not utter a word. Only by 
a grateful glance her eyes thanked Madame de Soleyre, 
and then she went to make her little preparations for 
the journey. 

In the course of the afternoon the Ahh6 and the 
post-horses arrived. He did not come into the house, 
and in his delight at the prospect of getting rid of the 
troublesome stranger who had taken possession of 
Pauleys affection, of her time, and her thoughts, — of 
that frivolous, jabbering lady "wVio V^A \.^^\l ^ii^^a ^^r\ 
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little interest in the history of the House of Penarvan, 
— he bustled about the travelling carriage and super- 
intended the stowing away of the luggage. 

Madame de Soleyre appeared on the steps, and 
she and Ren^e embraced. The Marquise turned to 
the Abb6 and said a few words which made him start 
back and look aghast. Paule came out in her bonnet 
and shawl, with a travelling-bag in her hand, and 
followed by a servant carrying a trunk. Her mother 
kissed her, and said — 

"You are going, my child, to be presented to the 
King's brother, the heir to the throne. You will tell 
the Prince, if he does not know it, that your four 
uncles, your grandfather, and your father died in 
defence of that throne which he is one day to occupy. 
And you will add that wfe only regret that there is no 
one left of our name to fight and to die for him." 

Paule bowed her head respectfully when her 
mother uttered these words, and the Marquise pressed 
her lips on her forehead. Then the young girl turned 
to the Abb6 and held out to him her hand in a 
pretty, affectionate manner, but with a smile on her 
face. An instant afterwards, and before he could 
recover from his surprise, she was seated by Marie's 
side in the carriage, the door closed upon her, and the 
horses galloped off at full speed. 

The poor Ahh6 felt as if he Nvacs ^^2ccav»%> ^^ '^^- 
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mained stock still for a moment, and then mecha- 
nically ran after the carriage for nearly a mile, ejacu- 
lating — 

"She is stealing my child. I brought her up, I 
have taken care of her ever since she was bom. What 
business has this stranger to carry her off?" At last 
his legs — long as they were — could bear him no fiuther. 
When the vehicle disappeared in clouds of dust he sat 
down by a ditch on the road-side and wept bitterly. 

A sapling which has grown in a hard rocky spot, 
with its tender roots bruised by the stones and barely 
sustained by the ungrateful and barren earth in which 
it has sprung up, puts forth a pale and scanty foliage, 
and even in the spring it looks withered and drooping. 
But if you transplant it under a sunny sky, and into a 
generous soil, if the soft warm breezes of the south 
fan its tender form, the stagnant sap fills its expand- 
ing branches, flowers and a new foliage adorn them, 
and the young tree which seemed fast decaying recovers 
life and beauty. 

Two months after Pauleys arrival at Bordeaux she 
was no longer the same creature that we have seen 
shivering and drooping on the banks of the Sevres. 
Under the influence of a warm-hearted, loving friend, 
and removed from the depressing effect of her mother's 
stern and contemptuous matvneT, ^\i^ was beginning to 
expand into youthful gaiety axA \.o o^^\i. V^x \skw\ n.^ 
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pleasant impressions. But it was only by degrees that 
the change took place. It is not in two months that 
the result of eighteen years' mismanagement can be 
obliterated. We feel for a long time, sometimes to 
the end of our lives, the effects of the atmosphere in 
which our early years have been spent. If it has been 
one of gloom and suffering, we sometimes carry to the 
grave its miserable consequences. 

Like all natures which have been bruised and 
coldly dealt with in youth. Panic's character was shy, 
sensitive, and averse to strangers. She shrank from 
society, and not all Madame de Soleyre's kindness 
could overcome this reluctance. Her little apartment 
at the prefecture was not luxurious, but sunny, cheer- 
ful, and comfortable; ever3^hing in it pretty and gay. 
She liked to spend her days and evenings there, and 
begged not to be present at the official receptions and 
parties. 

Marie spent as many hours as she could with her 
young friend, and that was enough happiness for Paule. 
She did not often speak of her mother; when she did 
so it was with the deepest respect, but also some degree 
of fear and uneasiness. She liked better to talk of the 
Abb6 I^nnil. Since she had looked back at the past, 
and understood better the sort of suffering she had 
gone through, Paule felt and appreciated far more 

TA^ J^t/trs fi/ Oa Valley, etc, ^\ 
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than she had hitherto done the old man's faithful de- 
votion to her. It was with loving gratitude she thought 
of all his kindness, and she took pleasure in writing to 
him child-like and affectionate letters, which he received 
with rapture. 

Whilst Ren6e and her faithful Pyrmil lived like 
two owls in the midst of their beloved ruins, Paule 
was awakening to a new life. It was only now and 
then that she still felt that chill which was the out- 
ward token of an inward stagnation, the strange effect 
on a sensitive frame of long-continued moral depres- 
sion. Madame de Soleyre lavished upon her the ten- 
derest care and caresses, interested her mind as well 
as her heart in new subjects of thought, and wisely 
and prudently cultivated all the amiable and charming 
qualities with which God endowed the child her affec- 
tion had adopted. Without losing her own originality 
of character and manner, Paule insensibly imitated the 
virtues and followed the example of womanly perfec- 
tion which her friend daily afforded her. By the time 
the Comte d'Artois arrived at Bordeaux the shy bird 
had been tamed, the little solitary hermit of the banks 
of the Sevres accustomed to the new existence she was 
leading. 

When Madame de Soleyre had used the prudent 

excuse of the Prince's visit to wring from Ren^e a 

Jiasty consent to her daughlei'^ m\xo^>icX\c«>L\sX^ '5«i^^^ 
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she did not herself attach to this interview the same 
importance as she knew her friend would do; but still 
she was not without hope that it might have some 
favourable effect on Pauleys future fate. As for the 
young lady herself, she did not think of it at all, and 
when people talked of "Monsieur" was apt to forget 
who he was, and to ask what gentleman they were 
alluding to. 

As it happened, Mademoiselle de Penarvan's pre- 
sentation turned out a rather brilliant affair. It took 
place in the salon of the prefecture, in the midst of 
the best society of Bordeaux and its environs, at a ball 
given in honour of the King's brother. It had been 
looked forward to as a sort of event. Since her arrival 
Paule had been an object of interest and of curiosity. 
It was known that the last descendant and heiress of 
one of the noblest families in Brittany was staying at 
the Prefect's house, and few persons had yet seen her. 

"She will appear at the ball. She will be presented 
to the Prince," Madame de Soleyre had said to all 
those who had expressed a wish to make acquaintance 
with Mademoiselle de Penarvan, and without describing 
her she dwelt on the high rank and historic fame of 
her family. 

At that moment France, which always rushes from 
one extreme into another, was going through a phase 
of enthusiastic reaction as to pa?X 2.^^oc\aSl\c>rc^^, ^Vs^r. 
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return of the Bourbons had given a prestige to all the 
ancient names of the old monarchy. Bayard and 
Duguesclin were now at the height of the fashion. The 
glories of the Empire were thrown into the shade, and 
the exploits of the Vendue in full ascendant. The only 
heroes held in honour were those who had worn a 
white cockade. Even the Chouans were in high 
estimation. 

It is easy to imagine that at such a moment, and 
in so royalist a city as Bordeaux, Mademoiselle de 
Penarvan's appearance created quite a sensation. She 
had not been seen at any of the parties at the pre- 
fecture or elsewhere, and on the day of the ball people 
said, "To-night she will appear.'' There was almost 
as much eagerness to catch sight of her as of the 
Comte d'Artois. All eyes were turned towards the 
door by which she was expected to enter. 

"Where is Mademoiselle de Penarvan? Show me 
Mademoiselle de Penarvan," were words whispered 
amongst the crowd. When Paule came into the ball- 
room she was perfectly composed. Genuine modesty 
and real humility are great safeguards from agitation. 
Generally speaking it is anxious vanity that makes 
people shy. Paule had neither anxiety or pride. She 
never thought or cared what effect she would make. 
It had not even crossed her mind that she would 
attract notice. She was qvxvVe^ \xv!^\^et^\5^ \a ^^^'ss. 
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worldly distinctions which she had never understood, 
and careless of homage she did not seek. The idea 
of being presented to a royal personage did not dis- 
turb her at all. 

She came in with Madame de Soleyre without look- 
ing either bold or embarrassed, but with that grace 
and charm of figure and manner which nature gives 
to some persons and not to others, and which no teach- 
ing can impart. She was dressed in a plain Indian 
muslin gown and a white sash. She wore no jewels 
or artificial flowers, but there was something so grace- 
ful in her way of walking, something so sweet in the 
saddened expression of her countenance; she was so 
pretty, with her dark hair smoothly bound round her 
fair brow, her large, speaking eyes full of dreamy ex- 
pression, her clear, pale complexion and earnest, child- 
like mouth; she was so attractive, so winning in her 
simplicity, that a general feeling of admiration thrilled 
through the assembled crowd, and by a simultaneous 
impulse all the men in the room bowed as the orphan 
girl walked across it. 

Touched, but not excited, and with her eyes wet 
with tears, Paule witnessed this spontaneous homage, 
and was standing in the midst of an admiring multi- 
tude, when the orchestra, in a loud and stirring strain, 
struck up the air — the national air at that time — of 
"Vive Henn Quatre/' and deaieivm^ Oc^afcTs* «gi.^^^^ 
the arrival of "Monsieur." 
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It was at that moment of general emotion, and 
whilst all the company were standing, that Madame de 
Soleyre presented Mademoiselle de Penarvan to the 
Prince, who had been previously reminded of the 
history and the heroic sacrifices of her family. 

Monsieur did not evince on this occasion that in- 
gratitude with which princes are often credited, and 
with all the charm of manner and distinguished cour- 
tesy which had won him the title of the "Last French 
Chevalier," he offered his arm to Paule. He walked 
all round the salons with her, speaking those gracious 
words which, from the lips of royalty, have a honeyed 
sound. And when he brought her back to her place 
by Madame de Soleyre, he smiled once more and said 
to her — 

"I did not know till to-day that doves are bom in 
the eagle's eyrie, but now that I have seen you, Made- 
moiselle, I must believe it." 

The compliment was applauded. It had been 
bought by the lives of the six last Penarvans. Prin- 
ces have indeed easy means of requiting such sacri- 
fices. 

During the whole of the evening Mademoiselle de 

Penarvan remained the object of the most flattering 

attention. Her praises were in every mouth, and as 

she sat or walked about lYie tooitv^ a.\iMxx ^^ ^s^^^lajuse 

reached her ears, in wTiich ^Vve ccwX^ ^\^^:\s!L^v^^^ 
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words, "How lovely she is! What a beautiful girl! 
What a charming creature!" 

Madame de Soleyre, who was watching her with 
delight, saw her eyes at one moment filling with tears; 
she whispered to her — 

"What is the matter, my child?" 

"I thought," Paule murmured, "that if my mother 
was here she would perhaps forgive me for being a 
girl." 

In showing to the world that day Mademoiselle de 
Penarvan in all her beauty, the prestige of her rank, 
her name, and the favour of the heir to the throne, 
Madame de Soleyre had accomplished what she in- 
tended. In all Bordeaux and the neighbourhood, 
and even in more remote departments, the fame 
spread of the young orphan's grace and loveliness, 
of the historic greatness of her lineage, of her father's 
and her relatives' heroic deaths, of the charming 
compliment Monsieur had paid her, which had gone 
the round of France and been extolled in the noble 
Faubourg. She could not but think that, such being 
the case, suitors of high rank would hasten to come 
forward. 

It was Marie's dream to rescue Paule from her 
dreary home by a good marriage. The White Flag of 
the Gironde had published a pompous d£^ctv^t\axs. ^<1 
the hall at the prefecture, the mcvdexvX ol^^xi^.^^ ^g«-- 
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sentation, and a "precis historique" of the Housie of 
Penarvan. Madame de Soleyre had hastened to send 
that newspaper to Renee. 

It was like a last ray of sunshine on the ruins of 
the old chateau. The Marquise would have been per- 
haps surprised at the admiration her daughter had ex- 
cited if she had not attributed it altogether to the esti- 
mation in which her family was held. She wrote, how- 
ever, a note to Paule, and there was in it a mixture of 
tenderness and gratified pride, the shades of which it 
would have been difficult to define. 

As to the Abb6, he was not over much pleased 
with the state of things, and the grumbling tone of 
his letters only half expressed his discontent and an- 
xiety. 

"Certainly," he wrote, "if any one in the world 
should feel proud of your successes it ought to be 
your old master, who has seen you in your cradle, 
who brought you up and made you what you are. 
And yet, if I must confess the truth, I am by no 
means easy on the subject, and I am afraid that 
people are spoiling my dear child. You have been 
presented to the King's brother. Very well. I have 
nothing to say against that. Let things now remain 
as they are. I own too that I should have been better 
pleased if this interview liad takerL place anywhere 
but at a ball, in the piestiic^ o^ ^ ^^\. qS. V^^^n^ 
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people. ■ And then people talk of your getting married. 
I trust you have no such nonsensical ideas in your 
head. Why on earth should you be in a hurry about 
that? You are much too young to marry at pre- 
sent, and where could you be so happy as at home 
with your admirable mother and your old tutor? 
Oh, dear little friend! why did you leave us? Come 
back as soon as possible and find true happiness in 
this quiet retreat. I read in The White Flag an histori- 
cal pricis of the House of Penarvan. It is a miserably 
ignorant document, full of inaccuracies, omissions, and 
misstatements. You will be able to judge of it if you 
ever vouchsafe to peruse my book." 

Whilst Paule was so much thought and talked 
about, she continued to live in retirement, quite un- 
conscious of the sensation her appearance had made, 
very grateful for the kindness which had been shown 
her, not at all elated by the marks of royal favour she 
had received, and not at all anxious to go into society. 
Quiet drives with her friend were the only pleasures 
she seemed to care about. 

"I am so happy,'* she said to Marie. "I love you 
so dearly. Our walks, our drives, our conversations 
together are a thousand times pleasanter to me than 
balls and parties.*' 

They were both indeed as happy as possible isa. 
their alfectionate intimacy. Pau\^ \i3A lovxsA ^ \sskJCjcssx 
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and Marie a daughter. Things were in this sti 
at the prefecture when the news of a sad catastrop 
threw the whole city of Bordeaux into the deep 
grief. 
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CHAPTER X. 

Henri Covcrlcy. 

It was not an uncommon thing in former days to 
find in France, in the middling class, quite as much as 
amongst the nobility, families which had preserved 
from father to son traditions of honour, integrity, and 
fame which went on gradually raising them in the 
social scale. There was a family of ship-owners at 
Bordeaux, which by the magnitude of its commercial 
enterprises, its public spirit, its wealth and liberality, 
stood in the same position as the Angos at Dieppe, or 
the Anfredes at La Rochelle. The Coverleys of Bor- 
deaux had made an immense fortune by commerce 
during a period when commerce was a civilizing power, 
guided by other motives than the mere anxiety to 
make money; when it lived on enterprise, not on petty 
spoils; when it exercised an ennobling, not a debasing 
influence on the soul; when it taxed the energies of 
manly and first-rate intellects; required courage rather 
than cunning, and had about it a sort of poetical 
spirit of adventure. Those engaged in commerce 
played in those days the part novj belwi^CDL^ \si ^sckst 
nent and enterprising manufaduret^. 
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The ship-owning dynasty of the Coverleys had 
gone on for numberless generations increasing in 
wealth and importance, and the descendants of that 
energetic and proverbially honourable lineage had re- 
mained fully worthy of their ancestral reputation. 

In 1810, when the seafaring business was almost 
paralyzed by the continued blockade, Charles Coverley, 
prompted not so much by a desire for gain, for he was 
even then immensely rich, but by a spirit of adventure 
and the anxious desire to reanimate the commerce of 
Bordeaux, and to save the credit of its mercantile 
houses, which were threatening failure in every direc- 
tion, had armed with ten pieces of artillery a three- 
decker of six hundred tons weight. 

On this ship Charles Coverley embarked on a 
stormy night, taking with him his only son, aged 
eighteen, and crossed the English line of battle, pur- 
sued by a frigate which was rapidly gaining upon him. 
He awaited its approach till it was within gun shot, 
fired upon it, and broke its top-mast. A few months 
afterwards the gallant merchant returned, ran the 
blockade, and sailed into his native port with a whole 
shipload of Dutch merchandise. 

This brave man died in 1813, leaving his son, who 
was then twenty, at the head of the most prosperous 
business of the sort in BoTdeauit, ^IA m ^wYb^meut of 
immense wealth. 
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We sometimes find individuals who seem to em- 
body all the virtues or all the vices of their progeni- 
tors. Henri Coverley proved the worthy representative 
of the ability and the integrity of his family. Courage- 
ous, generous, high-minded, and warm-hearted, full of 
dignity and self-respect when dealing with arrogance, 
and as gentle as a child towards weakness and poverty, 
he united to all these sterling merits the most engag- 
ing qualities. The death of his father had left him 
very lonely. Having lost his mother in infancy, and 
with no brothers and sisters to care for, his home, 
magnificent and luxurious as it was, seemed sad to 
the young man who was envied by all who knew 
him. 

The state of public affairs had also a depressing 
effect on Henri Coverley. Some of the reprisals of the 
Restoration grieved him to the heart; so he manned 
one of his vessels and went like a prince to shoot 
tigers and leopards in India. The last letters he had 
written announced his speedy return, and he was daily 
expected, when the news arrived that his vessel had 
foundered on the coast of Africa, and that all on board 
were drowned. 

The tidings of this disaster had thrown Bordeaux 
into mourning and occasioned the deepest affliction at 
the prefecture. In '93 Charles Coverley had saved M* 
de Grandcbamp's life and fortune, accA ^xsivskj^ ^^ ^*s^Kt 
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childhood and youth, and since her father's death, 
Madame de Soleyre had never ceased to feel the 
deepest gratitude towards this noble-hearted bene- 
factor. When he died she continued to evince the 
most affectionate regard for his son, who had found 
almost a mother in this excellent and charming woman. 
Her advice, her society, her guidance had been of the 
greatest use to him at the outset of life and on his 
first entrance into society. No one had been better 
able to appreciate his excellence. No one knew better 
than she did how lovable he was. His death was a 
real and deep grief to her, and in her conversations 
with Paule she poured forth this grief and found con- 
solation in describing the young man, and dwelling 
on all his merits, so that Paule began to feel as if she 
too had known and cared for him. 

The description of Henri's brilliant qualities, his 
high spirit, his dauntless courage did not interest her 
half as much as the details of his gentle kindness to 
sufferers, his boundless charity to the poor, the secret 
way in which he contrived to spread happiness in 
desolate homes and to cheer broken hearts. These 
were the facts which she listened to with unwearied 
sympathy. There was no day, hardly an hour, that 
she did not revert to the subject in her tiU'd-tites with 
Madame de Soleyre. It took a strange hold on her 

' imagination y and even in her letters to the Abb^ she 

dwelt upon it. 
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"We are so grieved, so very much grieved, my 
dear good Abb^. Only think, there was at Bordeaux 
a young man so good, so very good, that everybody 
doated upon him; he went on a long voyage a year 
ago, and on his way home he has been drowned in a 
shipwreck, and every one here is so sorry; you could 
not imagine how sad people feel about it I was 
driving in the carriage with Madame de Soleyre the 
day the news arrived, and we saw on the place and in 
all the streets people talking about it, and some of 
them crying so bitterly; it was as if some public 
calamity had happened. If you knew all they say 
about this M. Henri Coverley! It seems that he used 
to relieve so many poor people, to save so many 
families from ruin and disgrace, that to the poor he 
was a sort of Providence — and now he is dead! It 
seems so sad! Sometimes I feel as if it could not be 
true, and I catch myself saying in my prayers, Oh, 
my good God, save him! as if he could still be 
saved." 

One morning Paule said to Madame de Soleyre, 
as she came into her room — 

"I have had such a strange dream; I dreamt last 
night that I saw M. Henri; I saw him just as you have 
described him: tall, thin, with blue eyes, black hair, 
and a pale complexion, looking very manly, but with. 
such a sw^etf kind expressioii oi covxT^^^aasx^^* ^^'^ 
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came up to me in my dream, holding in his hand a 
beautiful flower. I don't know where we were, it seemed 
like an enchanted scene. He said, *Take this flower, 
I gathered it for you on the banks of the Ganges.' I 
took it, and then I saw that it was made of diamonds, 
emeralds, and pearls; I wanted to give it back. to him, 
but he said, *No, keep it, I give it to you for your 
poor people,' and then I awoke." 

Some little time afl:erwards there was to be a first 
representation of one of Boieldieu's operas. Madame 
de Soleyre was present at it, and Mademoiselle de 
Penarvan also; she had not been out anywhere since 
the day of the ball at the prefecture. On this second 
occasion Paule attracted universal notice; never had a 
sweeter or prettier face been seen in an opera-box; 
every one was commenting on the delicate beauty of 
those lovely features, their pure and innocent expres- 
sion. La File du village voisin was the opera given 
that night. That pretty music, heard for the first time, 
filled the audience with deUght; Paule was listening to 
it attentively, when, as she happened to turn her head 
for an instant from the stage, her eyes met those of a 
young man in an opposite box; she started, seized 
Madame de Soleyre's hand, and said, "Look." 

Madame de Soleyre glanced in the direction pointed 
out to her, and exclaimed, "Good God! It is he I 
Henri Coverleyl'^ 
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These words were overheard, they flew from mouth 
to mouth like a train of gunpowder, and in a moment 
all the occupants of the boxes, the pit, the orchestra, 
the whole of the audience rose, and a cry of joy and 
welcome resounded all through the theatre. 

Henri stood up also and bowed and waved his 
hand, and responded in every way he could by look 
and gesture to the greetings of his friends and towns- 
men. The curtain fell an instant afterwards, and then 
he came to Madame de Soleyre's box. 

"O Henri," she cried in an agitated voice, "how 
miserable we have been about you. Mademoiselle de 
Penarvan could tell you what we have gone through. 
You are not dead then?" she added with a smile, and 
tears in her eyes. He kissed her hand with emo- 
tion, 

"No, and I thank God for it, especially at this 
moment, when I feel so much the value of life." 

He bowed to the young girl who had been the 
first to point him out, though a stranger to her; but 
he was not allowed to prolong his stay. The box was 
besieged, and as the crowd began to disperse there 
was no end of the embraces, the welcomes, the shak- 
ing hands, the exclamations on every side, with which 
the young man was literally carried along as if in 
triumph. 

T4e Zd/us a/a^ FaUgy, etc, ^\ 
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"I did not know I had so many friends," he said 
with grateful joy; and then he had to stand up in the 
midst of the crowd and to relate how he had escaped 
with his crew in an almost miraculous manner, when 
his ship had foundered. He did this with the utmost 
simplicity, but with emotion. 

Madame de Soleyre and her young companion 
witnessed the scene before they got into their carriage. 
Paule was more excited, more agitated than she could 
account for; she sat up a long time in her room and 
did not go to sleep till day-break. Whether she then 
dreamt of M. Henri we cannot tell. Mademoiselle 
de Penarvan after that evening ceased to relate her 
dreams. 

On the morning after his arrival Henri called at 
the prefecture; he came there every day, he dined 
there often, and it was seldom an evening passed with- 
out his appearing in Madame de Soleyre's salon. This 
had always been the case before his departure, and 
Marie thought it quite natural that he should resume 
the same habits. At the end of a few weeks, how- 
ever, she began to feel a little uneasiness, a great 
change had come over her young friend. Pauleys 
countenance, her voice, her manner seemed trans- 
formed. 

In Northern countries a fe^ day^ of sunshine melt 
iAe lingering snow and fvW tici^ ^^xSJ£^. ^wSScl V^^^'^ ^ss.^ 
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flowers. Something analogous had taken place in 
Paule. And then she was much more sociable than 
heretofore. She was not afraid of seeing people. It 
did not need much persuasion to induce her to come 
down to the drawing-room. She cared much less to 
stay in her own apartment. She liked better to sit in 
the one where Madame de Soleyre received her friends, 
and removed there her embroidery frame, her silks, 
her worsteds, and all her working materials. She did 
not talk much, but liked to listen to what was said, 
especially when Henri spoke, and gave descriptions of 
his travels. He seemed always particularly inclined 
to do so when Mademoiselle de Penarvan was present. 

In the evening there was sometimes dancing. She 
danced with him, and everybody admired her graceful 
and pretty figure, and way of moving. If they did 
not meet at the prefecture, it was at the opera or the 
play that they saw each other. When Madame de 
Sole)n:e and Paule took drives into the country, Henri 
generally rode the same way. 

At first — as we have said — Marie, who was very 
fond of both these young people, and enjoyed their 
society and the affection they showed her, delighted 
in taking them about with her; but suddenly she be- 
came aware of the danger. With regard to Paule, 
though she looked intensely happy, there was hq ^isS'^ 
that she felt, or, at any rate, -was coii^c\o"v3>s» q?1 \^€^^> 
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any particular attachment to Henri. But as to him, 
it soon became evident that he was falling head over 
ears in love with Mademoiselle de Penarvan. He had 
not said an)rthing about it, but his nature was too 
honest, too true, and Madame de Sole)rre knew him 
too well to doubt what was the case when she saw his 
eyes watching and following Paule with undisguised 
admiration. She was shocked, grieved, frightened, at 
the discovery. 

One day Henri was alone with her, and he was 
speaking of Paule. She interrupted him, took hold of 
both his hands, looked earnestly into his face, and 
said in a tone of inquiry, which expressed more 
eloquently than words could have done her anxiety — 

"Henri?" 

"Yes!" he said, answering the implied question; 
"I came to tell you so." 

"Listen to me, then, and you will afterwards your- 
self decide what you ought to do! I rely entirely on 
your honour and delicacy of feeling." 

She then explained to him what was that family 
of Penarvan of which he knew so little. She told him 
what were its historical and aristocratic traditions; its 
recent sacrifices, heroism, and misfortunes; and then 
described to him Panic's mother, the proud, cold, 
solitary being, who had survived her old father, hec 
slaughtered brothers, her yo\m^\vu^^^^ ^V^^^^^ 
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perished in the Royal cause. She said what her 
fidelity had been to the principles which had governed 
her life. How unbending, how hard perhaps, but how 
self-sacrificing and disinterested had been that pride 
which nothing could overcome, but the very excess of 
which was respectable, for it resulted from a scrupulous 
devotion to what she looked upon as a matter of 
honour and duty. Then she went on to tell him 
the hopes which had been frustrated by Panic's birth, 
and the way in which her childhood and youth had 
been saddened and weighed down by the pressure 
of her mother's sternness and deep gloom. How 
inexorably she was also doomed to a single life, un- 
less amongst the thinned ranks of the nobility any one 
was found of sufficiently high birth to venture to pro- 
pose to her. 

"Now you know exactly the state of the case, 
Henri. I do not wish to speak of myself, and the dis- 
tressing position I shall be placed in with regard to 
Paule's mother, nor how bitterly she would reproach 
me for what I feel has been my imprudence; I am 
thinking only of you. What could you hope, or ex- 
pect, by indulging an attachment to Mademoiselle de 
Penarvan?" 

Never did a man behave more admirably, or show 
more uprightness of heart and miA, ^^^ "V^^xscs. 
Coverley, on that day when Maiift >3A Xsi cxx^^ ^^ 
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his rising hopes. He did not fly off into a passion, 
or abuse the nobility, or declaim against their pride 
and prejudices. He did not boast of the virtues or 
the wealth of his own forefathers. He did not bring 
forward any of the common-place charges which foolish 
and envious persons are in the habit of uttering against 
the aristocracy. He had fallen from a height indeed, 
but painful as was that fall, he felt neither anger or 
humiliation. 

"You are quite right," he said sadly, but not bit- 
terly; "I cannot — I must not hope to marry Mademoi- 
selle de Penarvan. You are perfectly right in all you 
have said. There is nothing I would not do to de- 
serve such a happiness, but there is of course one 
thing I cannot do — I cannot make myself the descendant 
of a noble family." 

He rose and held out his hand to Madame de 
Soleyre, who kept it between hers. 

"You are not angry with me, Henri?" she said. 
"I am not Panic's mother. If my daughter had lived, 
I should have been glad if you had married her." 

"You are an angel of goodness!" Henri said. 

"What shall you do, my dear boy? You will not 
go back to India?" 

"No; though I would go to a still greater distance 
if it was to save you annoyance" 

He went away, looking so C2\m ^T^^x^'^'gCkR.^^^Cjc^ 
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Madame de Soleyre felt greatly relieved. But when 
he found himself alone in his own house, amidst all 
the luxury and wealth amassed by ten successive 
generations, he threw himself down upon a sofa and 
wept bitterly. He had not known Paule for more than 
a month, but sometimes a shorter period than that is 
enough to give a colour to the whole life of a man. 
The very first evening he had seen her at the theatre 
he had been struck by a peculiar charm about her 
which he had not met with in any one else. He had 
then wondered whether during his absence the dream 
of his life had assumed a visible form in the shape of 
the young girl by Madame de Soleyre's side, and was 
awaiting his return. He went on seeing her, and he 
had loved her earnestly, intensely, without thinking of 
the obstacles in his way. He had heard that Paule 
had no fortune, that she lived with her mother in an 
old ruined chateau, and he secretly niursed a hope 
that he would be the means of making up to her for 
the hardships of fate, of surrounding her with every- 
thing that riches can procure. For the first time he 
rejoiced at the thought of his wealth. All at once 
an insuperable barrier rose between him and the hap- 
piness he had dreamed of. What was to become of 
him? Pauleys fate was a sad one, and he could do 
nothing for her. 

Joyfully would he have bargained, at that mometxL, 
all his possessions, all his means, i.ox ^. "^^^ "^^csS:^ "^ 
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genealogy! Coverley's heart was as tender as a wo- 
man's, but his character was firm and resolute. 

He left Bordeaux that very day, and went to shut 
himself up with his sorrow and his regrets in a country 
house a few miles from the town. 
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CHAPTER XI. 

The AbWs Errand. 

Winter was drawing to an end. Henri had been 
absent from Bordeaux for about a month, and had not 
been there once during that time. He lived alone. 
He dwelt incessantly on the thought of Paule, and felt 
a deep sadness at the idea that she would never think 
of him, that she would look upon him as a stranger 
she had accidentally known and would never meet 
again. He could not occupy himself about anything, 
and seemed unable to form any wish or plan. 

One morning that he was walking near an old 
abbey, a few hundred yards from his house, he saw 
wandering amongst the ruins a very strange, eccentric- 
looking individual; old and dressed in a worn-out long 
coat, which, when the wind blew aside its skirts, dis- 
covered two legs of portentous length and thinness. 
The figure of this apparition resembled a switch. Its 
pale and shrunken face was overshadowed by an im- 
mense nose, but in spite of all this there was some- 
thing so good and kind in the stranger's countenance, 
that Henri felt prepossessed in his favour, and he 
soon was able to account for this instmctlve s^jxja?;^^^^^ 
in a more romantic manner. 
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"Monsieur, would you be so obliging as to point 
out to me the Abbey of St. Salaberge?" the stranger 
said to Henri. 

"You are on the spot," Coverley answered. "These 
are the ruins of the abbey." 

The tall man sighed deeply, and gave a despairing 
glance at the broken arches and scattered stones. 

"You seem to be disappointed," Henri kindly said. 

"Disappointed indeed! It is the fourth abbey I 
have visited during the last ten days spent at Bordeaux. 
I hoped to find in some of these old monasteries docu- 
ments for my great work; and instead of the manu- 
scripts I was in search of, I find nothing but ruins, 
nettles, brambles, and snakes. Oh! that unfortunate 
prelate, what fiiiitless labour, what bitter disappoint- 
ment, he has made me undergo!" 

"Monsieur is an archaeologist?" 

"No, Monsieur, no!" 

"An antiquary?" 

"No!" 

"An inspector of monuments, perhaps?" 

"Sir, I am an historian, the historian of the House 
of Penarvan!" 

It was indeed our good Abb^. The winter months 
were over, and Paule had not yet returned to the old 
chateau. The Marquise empowered the Abbe to go 
and fetch her daughter and bring her back. 

After six months spent i^te-ct-tElc -m^ 'Cs^fc '^^-^ 
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Ren^e, he was delighted to be despatched on such an 
errand, and longed to see his little Paule. 

She had grown so much handsomer, she looked so 
strong and well, that he could hardly believe his eyes. 
But he was in a desperate hurry to withdraw her from 
the dissipation of Bordeaux, and proposed to start on 
the following day. He longed to get hold of the 
truant dove, and to restore her to her cage, and would 
not listen to Madame de Soleyre, who declared he 
could not leave the capital of Gascony without seeing 
its old and interesting monuments. But when men- 
tion had been made of some old abbeys in the neigh- 
bourhood, his ruling passion prevailed; and deluded 
by flattering hopes, he had consented to delay his 
departure, and had been for the last days defying the 
March winds and hail-storms, and tramping about the 
country in search of light as to his prelate, and finding 
nothing but ruins. Sainte Salaberge put the final 
stroke to his hopes. 

Coverley had often heard Madame de. Soleyre and 
Paule speak of the historian of the House of Penarvan; 
and he knew the name of the Abb6, who had brought 
up and was so devotedly attached to the young girl he 
loved. 

"Is it indeed," he exclaimed, "M. TAbbd Pyrmil I 
have the pleasure of speaking to?" 

"Yes, sir, I am the Abb^ Pyrmil*, I was fe fevca^ 
imagining that so humble and o\i^cvxt^ ^xii. \sv^iisiv^^^ 
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as myself had ever been heard of in this part of the 
country." 

"No one acquainted with the family of Penar- 
van," Henri answered, "can fail to have heard of the 
Abbe Pyrmil, and to know that he is a member of that 
family." 

The Abbe smiled with delight. 

"My house is close at hand," Coverley said. 
"Would you do me the favour to come and rest under 
my roof?" 

The Abbe could not resist the kind and cordial 
manner with which this invitation was given. Henries 
good looks, his open and sweet countenance, his gen- 
tleman-like manners, even more than his words, capti- 
vated him at once. 

"Most willingly," he answered; "but may I also ask 
the name of the hospitable gentilhomme to whom I am 
indebted for this courtesy?" 

"I am not a genitlhomme, M. FAbb^, I am a 
Bordeaux merchant, and my name is Henri Cover- 
ley." 

"Henri Coverley, who was drowned?" the Abb6 ex- 
claimed. 

"Exactly so," Henri answered laughing; and then 
as he led the way to his villa he briefly explained his 
astonishing escape. 

The outside of the Villa Coverley was plain enough, 
/?iit it was iHagnilicently furmshed a-u^ ^xiS^ qI ^^^ts. ^\ 
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^art, bronzes, marbles, and pictures. The Abb6 was 
quite taken aback; it seemed to him a sort of Arabian 
Night's dream to find himself in this kind of palatial 
residence. And when, instead of the piece of dry- 
bread and radishes he had meant to breakfast upon, 
he was seated before a table covered with luxuries, 
and helped to venison, pastry, and champagne, his as- 
tonishment increased. By the time dessert appeared, 
he and Henri were fast friends. 

Of course the conversation had been all about the 
Penarvans. In his rapture at meeting with an eager 
and sympathizing listener our historian's loquacity 
knew no bounds. Resigned and smiling, Henri kept 
hoping that, after relating to him the lives of every 
Guy, Gautier, and Alan of former days, the good man 
would in the end say something about Paule. 

At last the Abb6, with a pleased smile at his host, 
remarked, — 

"Well, Monsieur Coverley, you have had indeed a 
very narrow escape from death; but on the whole I am 
not surprised that you are still alive, I can account for 
it in my own mind." 

"Can you, M. TAbbd? How?" 
"An angel was praying for you." 
"An angel?" 

"Yes, an angel of the good God, an axv^elow^^x^^ 
Mademoiselle de Penarvan ," 



238 THE HOUSE OF PENARVAN. 

"Did Mademoiselle de Penarvan pray for me?" 
Henri asked with deep emotion. "Is it possible?" 

"Possible," the Abbe repeated. "Look at this 
letter, you will believe the testimony of your own eyes;" 
and he drew out of a tattered pocket-book a letter he 
gave to Henri, who read it slowly as if he had been 
spelling every word, and held it so close to his face, 
that it looked as if he was perusing it with his lips as 
well as his eyes. 

"I am afraid you are short-sighted, M. Coverley," 
the Abbe kindly said; "/ can see at any distance." 

"That is a great blessing," Henri replied, and 
once more he pressed his lips on Paule's hand -writ- 
ing. 

"It is not the only letter in which she spoke of 
you," the Abbe said, as he replaced this one in his 
pocket-book. "I have another, where she describes a 
pretty dream in which you figured, holding in your 
hand some sort of flower you had gathered for her in 
India. She has such a charming way of writing, such 
a pleasant style. I taught her to speak and to write 
well. What does surprise me is, that after having so 
often mentioned you in her letters, when she thought 
you were dead, that she never told me of your reap- 
pearance. There seems to be something unfeeling in 
this indifference, which I can hardly understand, for she 
has an exceWtni heart. Aie you sure that she knows 
you are alive?*' 
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"I have seen Mademoiselle de Penarvan at the 
Hotel de la Prefecture," Coverley said. "She is a charm- 
ing person." 

"But you have not seen my pupil under the most 
favourable circumstances," the Abbe rejoined; "it is at 
home she used to look so pretty, sitting on the ruins 
in the midst of the flowers I planted for her, and warm- 
ing her poor little cold hands and feet in the sun. 
I am afraid she has been a little spoilt at Bordeaux. 
She is not quite the same person as at the old cha- 
teau, a little more worldly perhaps. Well, well, there 
is no great harm done, and as we are going away to- 
morrow " 

"Going away!" Henri exclaimed. "Mademoiselle 
de Penarvan going away with you?" 

"Of course; I only came to fetch her. Oh yes, 
thank God, we are off to-morrow. Madame de Soleyre 
has done her worst, and nothing has come of it; I saw 
through all her schemes. The good lady carried away 
our child with the determination to get her married. I 
was quite up to her tricks. If she has failed in her 
plans it has not been for want of suitors. Since I have 
been at Bordeaux, three or four good-looking young 
noblemen, with well -sounding titles, have made ad- 
vances; the least of them was a count, and all their 
names ending in ac. Well, Mademoiselle de Penar- 
van has refused every one of theta, "Do >5<^n!l Nes^^^s^ 
what she said, yesterday, to ftiat g^io^ ^^^"axsNR. ^^ 
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Soleyre, who was pressing her to accept one of these 
gentlemen? That she did not mean to many, and never 
would many." 

"Did Mademoiselle de Penarvan say so?" 

"Yes, M. Coverley, and in so determined a manner 
that it almost surprised me, though it was only what I 
expected of her. She feels, I am sure, that she can 
never be so happy as at home with her excellent 
mother and her old tutor, and is determined to live 
and die at the Chateau de Penarvan." 

As he expressed this conviction the good Abb6 
dipped into his snuff-box with wonderful energy. 

Whilst he was speaking it seemed to Henri that 
an inward voice was whispering to him, "She loves 
you. You are all in all to her, as she is all in all to 
you." 

And now the Abb^ prepared to take his leave, for 
as he did not intend to sleep on the road, he had a 
long distance to walk. Henri had begged him in vain 
to accept the use of his carriage. 

"No, no, my good sir," he said. "Providence has 
furnished me with a pair of active legs, and as long as 
they last I mean to make use of them. You have 
managed to convert a disappointment into a very 
pleasant occunence, and thanks to you I shall retain a 
delightful recollection of the ruins of Salaberge." 

''For my part^" Henry axisyjeced, ^'1 ^^ ^^^^^ ^s^v 
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get the hours we have spent- together; they have been 
some of the happiest I have ever known." 

The Abb6 departed, much gratified at the resuh of 
his expedition. 

Some hours later, towards dusk, Henri rode to Bor- 
deaux and went straight to the prefecture. He hardly 
knew what he meant to do or to say. He felt that Paule 
was going away the next day, and that he must see 
her once again. 

Since he had left Bordeaux the intimacy between 
Madame de Soleyre and Paule had not at all cooled, 
but there was not the same joyous brightness about it 
as before. Paule did not speak of Henri, which rather 
implied that she thought of him too much. The Ahh6 
was not mistaken when he said that several good offers 
of marriage had been submitted to her. The way in 
which she had been distinguished by the Comte 
d'Artois, and the expectation that the King would show 
special favour to the husband of Mademoiselle de 
Penarvan, combined with her rank and beauty, had 
caused several noble families to seek this alliance, but 
she positively refused to accede to any such proposals, 
and it was impossible not to see that she was anxious 
and out of spirits. 

Marie was also very uneasy. She felt frightened 
at the responsibility she had incurred, and determined 
not to encourage a disclosure which would onlY ha.ve 
increased the danger. It seemed \.o \iex ^^"Ca^xsi. ^-^ 

7}S^ Liiies of the Valley, etc. ^ 
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notlung for it but to take her back to her mother. 
She hardly knew how to break this to Paule. It was 
a great reHef when the Abb6 arrived, and Paule, hav- 
ing exhausted the list of abbeys she had suggested 
to him to visit, was actually on the eve of her de- 
parture. 

When Henri was shown in, there were some 
visitors in the drawing-room. Paule was sitting alone 
on a couch near the window, Madame de Sole3a:e was 
talking to an official personage just arrived from Paris. 
Coverley went straight up to Paule, and their eyes met 
There was something so sad and so appealing in the 
expression of her countenance that he felt as if she 
was looking to him for help and protection. He did 
not hesitate, and after shaking hands with Madame 
de Soleyre he returned to Paule, sat down by her and 
said — 

"Mademoiselle, I know that I must not venture to 
propose to you. I know that even if you were to re- 
ceive my addresses favourably, the Marquise de 
Penarvan would feel nothing but scorn and anger at 
my audacity. I know this very well, but I love you, 
aud whatever happens consider me henceforward as 
one for ever devoted to you. I give you my heart 
and my life. Good-bye," he added, and held out his 
hand. 

*'Good-hye, Henri," she said, with a thrill of in- 
tej2se joy. 
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When Madame de Soleyre came the next morning 
into Paule's room she found her calmly preparing for 
her departure, 

"Dearest child!" she said, throwing her arms round 
her, "I had so hoped that your visit to me would have 
ended in another manner. I wanted happiness for 
you, my Paule, and I have failed." 

"Do not say so, dearest friend. You have com- 
forted and cheered me. You have cherished me like 
a bird fallen out of its nest. I feel full of strength 
and courage. Now I can bear anything." 

She meant what she said. She was going away, 
but she knew that Henri loved her; and love, even 
such a hopeless love as hers, seemed enough to fill 
her life. She had been twenty times on the point of 
opening her heart to Madame de Soleyre, but the fear 
of placing that loved friend in a distressing position 
with regard to her mother had always closed her lips. 
She was beginning to evince some of the strength 
of character and energy of her family. She kept her 
secret. 

Paule and the Abb^ travelled by the diligence 
from Bordeaux to Nantes. They had the coupi to 
themselves. In the first excitement of a great sorrow 
there is often a sort of bitter relish which seems to 
keep up a person's spirits. Paule's courage had not 
given way till she had taken leave of Madams. <i^ 
SoleyiQ and found hexsdi on ^^ \:iv^ xo^^ x-jss^^^^sj^ 
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carried away from Bordeaux; and looking back to all 
the events of the past months, and forward to the 
desolate prospect before her, she felt that in all human 
probability she and Henri would never meet again. 
Leaning back in the comejr of the carriage, she hid 
her face in her handkerchief and wept silently, whilst 
the Abbe talked and laughed quite unconscious of her 
grief. He was enchanted at having got hold again of 
his beloved pupil, and talked to her in a coaxing, 
playful manner, just as in the days of her childhood. 

"Well, this is very pleasant," he said. "We are 
on our way home, and we shall lead again our snug, 
nice kind of life with our birds and flowers, and the 
pretty little lizards on the old wall, who must have 
been wondering what had become of Mademoiselle 
Paule." 

The poor child was trying to hide her tears. She 
thought of the glimpse of happiness she had enjoyed 
and lost, of the insurmountable obstacle of her 
mother's inexorable will, of the sad existence she was 
doomed to lead, and a feeling of rebellion rose in her 
heart. 

The Abb^ did not notice her depression, but find- 
ing her somewhat silent and pre-occupied, he did his 
best to entertain her, and at last he did succeed in 
rousing her interest. It was strange how unconsciously 
during the whole of that ]Oumey lie was doing what 
-be did not intend. It so "hap^^xiie^ ^Cc^aJ^ ^tl \»& ^-s^ 
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to the south he had travelled outside the diligence, 
seated by the driver, and that he had turned this to 
account by cross-questioning him as to the names of 
all the more or less remarkable chateaux and country- 
houses to be seen from the road. On his way back 
in the coupi he related all this information for his 
companion's benefit. He told Paule the history of 
every turret or castellated building within sight. 

He had been doing this during half the day, and 
she did not seem particularly excited by these details. 
At last the Abb^ pointed out a really princely residence 
on the brow of a hill and said — 

"Look, there is the chateau of the Rohan Chabots." 

More to please her old friend than from any feel- 
ing of curiosity, she roused herself from her abstrac- 
tion, and looking out of the window, said — 

"It is very pretty." 

"As to that," the Abbe answered, "there are dif- 
ferent tastes. Our ruined chateau is much more pic- 
turesque." 

"The Rohan Chabots are a very great family, I 
suppose?" Paule asked, anticipating the long ^ory 
which would follow. 

"A great family!" the Abb^ replied; "that 
is saying rather too much. A good family, no 
doubt." 

"I thought," Paule replied, "thai It ^^s. o^^ -^s* 
gTGSLt a one as ours." 
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"No, by no means," the Abb6 sharply retorted. 
"If you consult my manuscript you will find in it 
the comparison I draw between the two families, 
and you will be obliged to admit that justice and 
impartiality compelled me to give precedence to the 
Penarvans." 

The Abb6 had long entertained a grudge against 
the House of Rohan Chabot. It was the only one in 
Brittany that ranked higher than the Penarvans. It 
was hard, but it could not be helped, and the Abb6 
Pyrmil was an implacable enemy to what he called 
their absurd pretensions. Their history and. genealogy 
he pulled to pieces to such a degree that in his hands 
they shrunk into nothingness. Their motto was ridi- 
culous; their claims had been the laughter of the town 
and of the court; and, moreover, he attacked them on 
more important grounds, and called them the des- 
cendants of traitors and apostates. 

"We were always faithful to the Church," he said; 
"but those wretched Huguenots " 

"Surely the Rohan Chabots are Catholics?" Paule 
said. 

"The eldest branch of the Rohans would have 
been Protestant to this day," the Abb6 retorted, "if it 
had not been grafted on another stem; if Mademoi- 
selle de Rohan, a courageous and high-spirited girl, 
Aad not against her mother's mVV mamed a Catholic 
gentleman,'^ 
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"Against her mother's will?" Paule exclaimed, 
turning eagerly towards the Abb6. "Did Mademoi- 
selle de Rohan marry against her mother's will?" 

"Yes," said the Abb^. 

"But was not that a dreadful thing to do?" 

"Well, there is something to be said both ways on 
that point Madame de Rohan was very tyrannical 
and would not allow her daughter to marry an honour- 
able and brave gentleman whom she was very much 
attached to, and the girl took advantage of the right 
which the law gave her, and married without her 
mother's consent." 

"Then at that time girls could marry — the law 
allowed them to marry without their mother's con- 
sent?" 

"It is the same now," the Abbe said. "At twenty- 
one a girl can act for herself." 

"But what do people think of a girl who does that 
sort of thing?" 

"Well, it is always a great misfortune when there 
are quarrels in a family; and in cases where a mother 
— or cases where a daughter — or cases where the 

law What I mean is, that it is all very puzzling, 

and we need not trouble our heads about it." 

Paule had again subsided into silence, and seemed 
wrapt in thought, till the Abb6, to amuse her, began 
to relate his meeting with Henri CoverleY^ ax\d ^^x.-^^^^^ 
up to the skies that amiable yo\mg^ xsi^iv, ^\sa\SiV^V^^ 
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been quite surprised to find did not belong to a noble 
family, ''but idiose ideas and feelings," he said, ''were 
all in a right direction." 

The diligence stopped at ^Hort for an hour. Paule 
took out of her bag a sheet of paper and an envelope, 
wrote a few lines in pencil, and having asked the way 
to the post-office, dropped her letter into the box. 
There was a grave, earnest expression in her coun- 
tenance when she returned to the carriage, which in- 
dicated a change in her state of mind. 

They arrived the next day at the old chateau. The 
Marquise was astonished at her daughter's increase of 
beauty and improvement in strength and bloom. She 
kissed her forehead and said — 

"You have seen and conversed with the Prince, 
my daughter. Never forget that you have been thus 
honoured. 

On the same day, and about the same hour, Henri 
Coverley received the following note: — 

"Rely on me as I rely on you, and on the 2nd 
of January, 182 1, come and propose for me to my 
mother." 
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CHAPTER XII. 

Paule at Home again. 

It is pleasant to look upon the places where one 
has suffered with a lightened heart and brighter hopes. 
Paule returned to her dilapidated home filled with a 
new sense of life and happiness. She visited every 
room, walked in every alley, wandered in the neglected 
garden, seated herself on the ruined wall, as if to 
testify to herself and to the inanimate objects around 
her the change which had taken place in her whole 
being. All the forebodings, the dismal associations, 
the oppressive gloom of the past had vanished. She 
felt and she looked like a different creature. Whereas 
the pale languid child of former days had imparted an 
additional sadness to the solitude of the old castle, 
the beautiful, spirited girl who now moved with a firm 
step, who smiled without constraint, spoke with ease 
and freedom, though always gently and respectfully 
to her mother, seemed to brighten it with a new 
light. 

The Marquise watched with surprise this trans- 
formation. She was beginning to appreciate her 
daughter, to care for her peiViaj^ mox^ \!i:N35i '^^V^^ 
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ever done before; little aware that the hour was at 
hand when a terrible struggle between love and pride 
was about to make wild havoc in her own and in 
Paule's heart. 

One day they were both sitting in the drawing- 
room working; the Abb^ in a comer busy as usual 
with the revision of his interminable manuscript. 
Paule had described, perhaps for the tenth time, the 
incidents of the ball at the prefecture, and her pre- 
sentation to Monsieur, for the Marquise never tired of 
hearing her relate the details of that eventful evening, 
and almost forgave her child for being a girl when she 
thought of the way in which the Prince had spoken of 
her and to her, and of that walk through the rooms 
when he gave her his arm, and publicly paid her the 
highest compliment in his power. 

After a pause the Marquise said in a condescend- 
ing and gracious manner, "I could easily imagine, 
Paule, that after the success which attended your intro- 
duction into the world at Bordeaux this place might 
seem to you dull and monotonous. I do not wish or 
intend to oblige you always to remain here with me. 
I used indeed to think that a life in the world would 
not suit you, but as it seems I was mistaken, I should 
consider it quite natural that you should think of marr 
rying. Madame de Soleyre wrote to me that there was 
more than one gentleman of high degree anxious to 
^//F hi'msejf with us. Do nol "be 3&t^\^ ^l \.€^\si% \sl^ 
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if you have a preference for any one. I shall not make 
any opposition to your choice." 

The Abbe started up pen in hand as if a wasp had 
stung him, and exclaimed — 

"But, Madame la Marquise, what is the use of re- 
opening that question. Mademoiselle Paule has refused 
all these gentlemen." 

"Do not interrupt me, M. FAbb6; my daughter was 
perhaps afraid that I should be displeased if she mar-* 
ried, and I wish her to know that such is not the case. 
Speak to me therefore quite openly, my child, and tell 
me if amongst these gentlemen there is any one you 
prefer." 

It would not have been in accordance with Paule's 
honesty of character to keep her secret from her 
mother, and on the day she came of age to overwhelm 
her by disclosing it. The moment she had been 
watching for was arrived, and she answered without 
hesitation — 

"Yes, there is one whom I wish to marry." 

"What can she mean?" the Abb^ again exclaimed, 

"If you please, TAbb^, be silent," the Marquise 
sharply said. 

"Yes," Paule rejoined in a modest but firm manner, 
"there is some one I care for — whom I cared for even 
before I knew him. He is good, generous, and kind, 
and the first time I saw him I felt that I co\ild d^^xc^^ft. 
my life to him/' 
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"Well, my child," the Marquise said in a resigned 
manner, "if this gentilhomme is all you say, and that 
he belongs to a noble family " 

"He does not belong to a noble family, mother. 
He is not what you would call well-bom " 

"Not well bom!" Ren^e exclaimed, and her blue 
eyes changed colour and looked sea-green. "What is 
he then?" 

"He is a brave man, an honest man; one whom 
everybody respects, and he descends from a family of 
hereditary honourable reputation. The news of his 
death threw all Bordeaux into consternation, and his 
return was hailed with rapturous joy. He has many 
brilliant qualities, but I love him because he is so 
good to every one." 

"Oh, poor child, poor child!" the Abbe murmured 
in an agitated voice. 

Paule added, "He is a ship-owner, and his name 
is Henri Coverley." 

"A merchant?" 

"Yes, mother, a merchant," Paule answered in a 
firm but not defiant manner. 

"And this is the choice you have made?" Rente 
said without raising her voice. 

"I did not choose him; he fell in love with me, 
and I fell in love with him." 

*^And yon thought — you could imagine — that I 
should give my consent to suda. a m^m^^"V' 
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Paule said nothing, and did not raise her eyes from 
er work. 

"Her father's own child," were the words that rose 
D Rente's lips, as she thought of the miller's daughter 
nd the days at La Brigazidre. But she only said in 
cold and contemptuous manner — 

"It is useless to waste words on such a subject, 
'his absurd nonsense must be at an end and never 
Uuded to again. I wonder how you could venture 
D speak of it." 

"It was my duty, mother, to let you know what are 
ly feelings, and it is also my duty to add that if I 
[o not marry Henri Coverley I shall never marry 
t all." 

"Your duty is to obey me, and I shall not allow 
ou to forget it." 

Mademoiselle de Penarvan went on working in 
ilence, whilst her mother kept watching her with a 
aixture of anger and anxiety. At last the Marquise 
ould not bear it any longer, and feeling it impossible 
3 command her agitation, she suddenly left the 
Dom. 

"Oh, my dear child," the Abb6 exclaimed in a 
lainful state of distress, "this is too terrible! too 
ireadful!" 

"Come, my own dear old Abb6," Paule said in a 
a A but calm and resigned manner, "do t^at b^ \j^. 
icb despair about it I liave mox^ co>mi^"^^ ^^^"^^ "^^^ 
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think. And I know that whatever happens I shall 
always be your little Paule, and that you will always 
love me." 

Things remained after that much in the same state 
for a long time. The Marquise did not choose to ask 
for any explanation. Still, after cross-questioning the 
Abb6, who did not know much more than she did on 
the subject, but who thought it more prudent not to 
mention his meeting with Coverley, she wrote to Ma- 
dame de Soleyre and inquired in rather a sharp style 
what was the meaning of this ridiculous story and of 
M. Coverley's proposal to Paule. 

"You took charge of my daughter," she wrote, "you 
spoke of arranging a marriage for her with some noble- 
man at court, and you send her back to me in love 
with a ship-owner; a tobacco or sugar-merchant, I sup- 
pose," 

Madame de Soleyre answered this letter by stating 
the simple truth. She had not considered it worth 
while to mention the subject to Paule's mother because 
she did not think that on her side there existed any 
real attachment to the gentleman in question. He did 
not belong to the aristocracy, but he was by no means 
an inferior person, and lived in the best society. As 
soon as she had warned him of the danger he had at 
once withdrawn. She did not believe that Pauleys 
affections were seriousVy eii^'a.^'^^^ ^sA \^^s* ^ij^^ ^ 
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doing hami instead of good by questioning her. She 
had acted the part of a prudent and affectionate 
mother, and would have done exactly the same if 
Paule had been, her own daughter. 

The Marquise was not satisfied with this explana- 
tion, and quarrelled with Madame de Soleyre. This 
was the result of the campaign so hopefully planned, 
and which was to have ended so brilliantly for the 
House of Penarvan. 

The kind-hearted Marie learnt by experience that 
it is very hard to do all the good we intend, and that 
marriages are the most difficult negotiations to carry 
out successfully. 

Things went on smoothly enough at the old chateau, 
in appearance at least. Paule's serenity and quiet 
manner reassured the Abb6, and even the Marquise 
flattered herself that she had got the better of the 
child as she had done of the child's father. And yet 
there were moments when she felt a strange sort of 
uneasiness, as if there was something in her daughter's 
heart which escaped her control. Since Paule had 
confessed the truth to her mother, she had been more 
than ever devoted and as affectionate to her as she 
would suffer her to be. She watched her countenance, 
forestalled her wishes, and when she fancied that the 
Marquise looked at her more kindly, or i^ ^\Ne. 'ti-^A. "a. 
gracious word, hopes would rise m \vfix V^'mX. ^^^^^is^ 
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were soon crushed by increased coldness and distance 
of manner. 

To her old Ahh6 too she was more affectionate 
than ever. That good man had indeed fulfilled to- 
wards her the part of a priest, of a friend, and of a 
parent. It had been no doubt a heavy blow to him 
when he found that the last heiress of the House of 
Penarvan had fallen in love with a merchant His 
prejudice against Madame de Solejrre, his misgivings^ 
his fears as to Panic's departure to Bordeaux seemed 
to him thus fully realized, but he did love her so 
dearly that he forgave her even this weakness, and 
deeply as he sorrowed over her infatuation, he was 
indulgent and kind to his darling Paule. 

Now and then he read her gentle lectures on the 
danger of giving way to undisciplined feelings and vain 
wishes, and flattered himself that her calmness and 
serenity were the result of these exhortations. He ap- 
peared so satisfied, so cheerful, that she did not like 
to destroy his illusions and to spoil his happiness dur- 
ing the short time that it was to last. 

Thus things went on till the end of the year 1820. 

As the month of January approached, Paule became 

sad and anxious, and when on New Year's Day she 

came into her mother's room to wish her a happy 

New Year, she could not ult^t the words and only 

lolssed her hand. 
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It was her own birth-day, and when she met the 
Abb^, and he gave her some pale violets he had 
gathered for her that morning, she could not restrain 
her tears, and hiding her face on his thin arm she 
said — 

"My own Abb6, pray for me." 



TA^ Lt7w qf tAf Valley, eie. ^ 
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CHAPTER XIII. 
Mademoiselle de Penarvan's Twenty-first Birthday. 

On the 2nd of January, 1821, the Marquise and 
the Abb6 Pyrmil were both in the drawing-room. It 
was past twelve, and Paule had not yet appeared. She 
always came before breakfast to wish her mother good 
morning. The Marquise wondered what she was doing, 
and asked the Abbe to go and see what had become 
of her. 

He went up-stairs, knocked, and as she did not 
answer opened the door of her room. Paule was l)dng 
dressed on her bed, which had evidently not been 
slept in, with her head in her hands, and as he drew 
near to her he saw that she was crying. 

"My child, my dear child," he said, "what is the 
matter? I thought you had quite got over it. You 
still think of him?" 

"Oh, my old Abb6, my dear old Abb6," she ex- 
claimed, throwing her arms round his neck in a sort 
of despair. 

He tried to soothe her. He begged her to tell 
him the cause of this sudden grief, but she could only 
sob and ejaculate — 
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"Oh, my good Abb6, my dear old friend, my own 
old Abb^." 

At last by a strong effort she mastered herself, laid 
her hand on his arm, and said — 

"Come with me, I must speak to my mother." 

"Good Heavens, my child, what is the matter?" he 
asked, fearing some catastrophe. 

"Come to the drawing-room," she again said, in an 
almost imperious manner. 

When they came into the room Ren6e was sitting 
in her large oakwood arm-chah*. Paule went up to 
her mother and knelt down by her side. The Mar- 
quise seemed surprised, and said, more gently than 
usual — 

"What are you doing, my child?" 

"Oh, mother," Paule began, in a beseeching voice, 
"do have pity upon me, do be kind to me. My life 
has not been a happy one, but you could to-day if 
you choose make me forget all I have suffered." 

"Speak. Explain yourself. Let me know what 
you are driving at," Ren^e answered. She had a 
particular distaste to anythin^f approaching a scene, 
and an appeal to her feelings had generally the effect 
of chilling them. 

"What I want is to persuade you to relewt, ta ^s^^ 
me. You do not love mLe; you \iw^ X^^^tl ^ NjK^^ 
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harsh with me, but you cannot wish to break my heart. 
Listen to me, mother. Bear with me if I speak out. 
Remember that I am a poor girl, whose birth was no- 
thing to you but a sorrow; I can never do anything to 
gratify or please you; I can never add to the fame of 
our family; why do you then object to my marrying 
the man I care for?" 

"I thought you had given up this preposterous 
idea; I did not expect to be obliged a second time to 
remind you of what you owe to your rank, your name, 
and your lineage." 

Paule sighed, and said — 

"It is, alas, to my rank, my name, and my lineage 
that all my misfortunes are owing. They deprived me 
of my father, and made you hate the sight of me." 

"I cannot listen to this sort of thing," the Marquise 
said, moving uneasily in her chair. 

"Oh, for Gk)d's sake do not turn away from me. 
Would to God I could touch and persuade you. Do 
not pull your hand away; let me kiss it, mother. I 
know I have been a trial to you, that I was a silent, 
dull, helpless creature, but I never disobeyed you, and 
if you had willed it I should have loved you so dearly. 
And I would love you now more than I can say, more 
than I can express, if you would be kind and generous 
to us. We should be sucb. loving and devoted chil- 
dren to you. Oh, mother^ do t\o\. ^fw^ m^ ^iw^ \ssj«^ 
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you. And Paule laid her head on her mother's knees, 
and covered her hands with kisses and tears. 

The Marquise's heart was breaking, but it was en- 
cased in an iron panoply of pride — a stem sense of 
duty some would call it. She said in a sharp, thrill- 
ing voice — 

"This is horribly painful for me and for you. ♦ 
must request you to leave me." 

"But will you let me hope that later on, that some 
day or other, you will relent, and I will remain with 
you and wait for that day, be it ever so distant, with- 
out complaining, and blessing you for leaving me a 
hope for the future." 

"As long as I live the daughter of the Marquise 
de Penarvan shall never marry M. Coverley." 

"Never, mother! did you say never?" 

"Never," the Marquise repeated in a hard tone, 
which sounded like the stroke of a hammer. 

At that moment a post chaise drove full gallop up 
the avenue. Paule had heard the distant sound of the 
wheels on the frozen road. She made a last effort. 

"If you only knew him," she said, "if you would 
only see him, I feel that you would forgive me. He 
is so spirited, so distinguished, such a thorough gen- 
tleman in looks -and in feeling." 

The carriage had driven into the court and stox^- 
ped before the flight of steps at \]tie e^sto^Tic.^* 
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"Mercy on us," the AbW exclaimed, "it is M. 
Coverley." 

"You expected him," Rente exclaimed, her eyes 
flashing fire. "M. FAbb^, go and tell M. Coverley the 
Marquise de Penarvan refuses to see him." 

"I will go and tell him so myself," Paule said, 
Parting up to her feet with a determined look in her 
face which her mother had never seen before. "Come 
with me, M. rAbb6." 

The Abb6 tried to detain her, but it was too late. 
She hastily crossed the hall, and came out of the en- 
trance-door just as Coverley was ascending the flight 
of steps. She met him, and said — 

"You must not come any further, my mother re- 
fuses to see you." 

"I did not expect she would see me," Henri an- 
swered. You told me to come here to-day, and I have 
done so with no hope, but simply to lay at your feet 
a life that belongs to you." 

"Very well," Paule calmly replied. "I expected 
you, and now I give you my hand, I promise to be 
your wife." 

Henri took the hand she held out to him and 
pressed it to his lips. 

"Oh, poor unfortunate children," the Abb6 ex- 
claimed, wringing his lianAs', **^\ka3L ^^ 'Ocl^-^ ^^\sns^^^ 
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"And now, Henri, go back to Bordeaux," Made- 
moiselle de Penarvan said. "I find that I can rely on 
you, and you will find that you were right to trust 
me." 

Henri kissed her hand again, and went away. 

"And what are you going to do?" the terrified 
Abb^ asked, as Paule turned back and walked into 
the halL 

"What Mademoiselle de Rohan did," Paule an- 
swered, and with a firm step returned to the drawing- 
room. 

"Oh, wretch that I am," the poor Abb6 murmured, 
striking his forehead, "I have done all the mischief, I 
have undone them all." 

Ren6e had remained standing before the chimney, 
her arms crossed on her chest, pale, cold, and motion- 
less. 

"You have duped and insulted your mother," she 
said, when her daughter appeared. 

Paule answered in a sad and gentle manner — 

"My mother! Have I had a mother? From my 
childhood upwards you have despised me, and if it 
had not been for him," she said, pointing to the Abb6, 
"for that poor friend who is weeping so bitterly, who 
would ever have loved or cared for me? He has 
been a mother to me — the only one I have ever had." 

Ren6e shivered, and said, "Do you intend to 
straggle against my fixed detenmnaXivoTii" 
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"There is no occasion now for a struggle," Paule 
calmly replied. "Since yesterday I am mistress of my 
own actions, and you have no claims on my heart A 
few minutes ago it would not have been too late by a 
few kind words to retain your power over me; I begged 
on my knees for them, and I begged in vain. It would 
have been the greatest of joys to me if you had 
relented, and I had owed my happiness to you. It is 
not my fault if I now take advantage of my legal right, 
and follow my own course." 

"And what is it then you intend to do," the Mar- 
quise said, trembling violently. 

"I mean to take refuge in a convent until I can 
make arrangements for my marriage with M. Cover- 
ley." 

Rende felt stunned and bewildered. In the daugh- 
ter she had so long looked upon as an insignificant 
child, without purpose or will, she suddenly discovered 
the strong volition of her race. A sort of admiration 
— who knows that it was not mingled with a rising 
feeling of tenderness? — took possession of her as she 
looked at the beautiful girl who dared to withstand 
and reproach her. 

"Take care," she said, in a hoarse voice, "take 
care what you are doing. I am* your mother, though 
you choose to disown me. Have you considered well 
the importance of the step 70M ax^ ^om\. \a xais&l^^ 
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"I have." 

"And you deliberately resolve thus to act?" 

'a do." 

"Your determination is irrevocable?" 

"Quite irrevocable." 

"Oh, my child, think of God " the Abb^ ex- 
claimed. 

Paule took hold of his hands and said, "God is 
just, God is good." 

"But, my poor dear child, you are deceiving your- 
self " 

"Silence!" Ren^e said. "M. TAbb^, I beg you not 
to say another word. To-morrow Mademoiselle de 
Penarvan will leave my house, you will accompany her, 
and not leave my daughter till the day when for me 
she will have ceased to exist. Mademoiselle," she 
added, turning to Paule, "I do not forget that it is to 
the law you appeal. M. TAbb^ will settle everything 
with you concerning your father's fortune." 

"Oh, mother!" Paule exclaimed, with a beseeching 
gesture. 

"Do not call me your mother. Leave me, and may 
God forgive you." 

Paule bowed her head, her eyes met her mother's 
eyes, and she saw them filling with tears. 

"Oh, mother!" she faltered out. 

"Leave me," Ren^e said, pointing again to the 
door. 
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Paule walked slowly out of the room. When she 
was gone Rente said to the Abb^ — 

"On the day you return we shall put on mourning 
and wear it to the end oif our Hves." 
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CHAPTER XIV. 
Paule's Wedding. 

Two days afterwards Paule arrived at the convent 
of the Dames de la Retraite, Bordeaux. The feelings 
of the Abbe during the journey would be difficult to 
describe. 

Paule seemed suddenly hardened and inaccessible 
to remonstrances or supplications. She seemed to be 
acting under a conviction that she was doing right 
Nothing he said could shake her; she neither wept or 
sighed, and he sometimes thought to himself that she 
was more like her mother than he had supposed. In 
her love she was almost as stem as Ren^e in her 
pride. 

Paule spent three months at the convent in almost 
entire solitude. Even Madame de Soleyre she would 
not see till the eve of her marriage. It was too late 
for blame or praise; she could only silently fold her 
in her arms. As a true friend, she felt herself bound, 
now that the marriage was inevitable, to act as the 
mother of the friendless girl and to shield her from 
attack by the prestige of her own reputation. 

On the whole Paule's coixdacX. \^^s \:^<^v -^^ ^^^'^ 
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blamed as is generally the case with marriages made 
against the will of parents. It was spoken of amongst 
the nobility as a misalliance; but a great proportion of 
the society of Bordeaux were gratified at her choice of 
their favourite Henri Coverley, and defended the 
course she had adopted. 

M. de Soleyre was as kind on the occasion as his 
wife. Paule entered the mairie leaning on the Pre- 
fect's arm. The Mayor, one of the oldest friends of 
the Coverleys, made it a point to officiate himself at 
the civil marriage, and showed by his kind and re- 
spectful manner to the young bride that he felt how 
sad and embarrassing was her position. 

The Abb^, in spite of his emphatic declaration 
that he would not have anything to do with the cere- 
monies of this terrible marriage, did go to the mairie 
and acted as witness, and afterwards he did marry 
them himself in a quiet little chapel. It had been im- 
possible for him to resist the entreaties of his darling 
child. After giving them the nuptial blessing, he 
wanted to address a little exhortation to the young 
couple, but at that moment he broke down. 

The thought of that great old House of Penarvan, 

the life-long object of his devotion, fairly overcame 

him; it seemed as if he had himself taken part in its 

degradation and its final end, and he could hardly 

restrain his tears. He d\s2ip^^^x^^ YCKov^^^bt^^ •j&kks. 
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the ceremony was over, did 'not take leave of the 
young people, and after wandering about the streets 
for some hours climbed to the top of a diligence start- 
ing for Nantes. 

He had lost everything he cared for — the hope, 
the pride, the joy of his heart. When the chateau of 
Rohan Chabot appeared on the horizon he was alarmed 
at the violence of his self-reproaches, and only calmed 
himself by praying for those he had left, and for her 
to whom he was returning. 

The young couple when they left the chapel drove 
straight to the Villa Coverley. Henri was almost wild 
with joy, ftill of unspeakable happiness, and Pauleys 
heart was overflowing with love and gratitude. As 
they walked up the marble steps lined with the most 
beautiful exotics, and lighted up by alabaster lamps, 
it seemed as if they were entering on a fairy scene. 
He had beguiled the time between her arrival at Bor- 
deaux and their marriage by lavishing on this residence 
everything that wealth could command to make it at- 
tractive and beautiful. He thought he could never do 
enough to surround his beloved bride with every com- 
fort, every luxury, every charm that could delight the 
eyes of a young girl and please her taste. 

Her own room was furnished with lovely pictures, 
rare Venetian glasses, china, and ornaments of evex^ 
sort. The adjoining conservatory "was a. ^^'d^^ ^jssL^sec^ 
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full of flowering shrubs and every variety of sweet and 
dazzling flowers. Then on her table were laid magni- 
ficent presents, jewels of great value, diamond and 
pearl necklaces, cashmere shawls, Guipure lace, pieces 
of velvet and silk of the finest tissue and every variety 
of pattern and colour. He threw his arm round her 
waist and said — 

"Oh, my own Paule, my own wife, what a joy it is 
to give you everything that I possess, to feel that not 
a wish of yours need be ungratified. But best of all 
that, though I am unworthy of you, no one could ever 
have loved you more ardently, more devotedly." 

Paule listened to his words with deep emotion. 
She loved him quite as much as he loved her; she felt 
proud and glad to be his wife. What was it then that 
made her suddenly turn pale and feel a sharp pain 
thrill through her heart? At the sight of all that luxury, 
of all that accumulated wealth, a vision rose before her 
of her mother, poor, alone, in the sad home where she 
had left her; in those cold bare rooms, with no bright- 
ness, no love, and now no pride to support her stem 
endurance of poverty and solitude, for it was shivered 
into atoms, that proud worship of the past; the tradi- 
tions of her race had ended in what she deemed ruin 
and disgrace. She saw her face before her as she had 
seen it the last time their eyes had met, and those 
tesars, the first she had evei noticed in her mother's 
eyes. 
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Overcome by the fatigue and emotions of the day, 
and by this startling and acute pang, she fainted, and 
Henri had only time to catch her in his arms. 
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CHAPTER XV. 
little Ren^e. 

From the day of her marriage Paule was seized 
with what some would call a natural, others a morbid, 
self-reproach, the suffering of which was increased by 
everything which otherwise would have rendered her 
happy. She had made a desperate effort to secure the 
bliss so long coveted, and the capacity of enjoying it 
when attained was denied to her. 

Young, beautiful, worshipped by her husband, in 
the midst of everything this world can offer of com- 
fort and pleasure, she suffered unremittingly, and in 
secret wept bitterly; loving her husband as much as 
ever, the wealth and luxury with which he surrounded 
her she simply hated. Her thoughts were perpetually 
reverting to the stem mother and the old chateau she 
had forsaken. A strange sort of yearning for its 
poverty and simplicity took possession of her souL 
She turned with loathing from all the magnificence 
that her sensitive feelings compared with the penury 
of the home where her early life had been over- 
shadowed and saddened. 

For the first time sh.e unAet^XsiodL 'Csva ^"wA ix^^ 
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of her mother's character, the dignity of her uncom- 
plaining poverty. She was haunted by the thought of 
the tears she had — for the first time — seen in those 
eyes, the severe or forgiving glance of which she was 
never again to meet; they seemed to be dropping like 
molten lead on her heart. 

Henri lavished upon her all that the most devoted 
affection and tenderest care could devise. His patience, 
his delicacy of feeling never failed, and she responded 
to his love with passionate affection. 

"Oh, if you knew how I love you," she would say; 
"I would suffer far more than I even do suffer rather 
than forego the blessing of being your wife. Yes, I 
bless the hour when I first saw you, and I thank God 
morning, noon, and night for the priceless gift of your 
love. But oh, forgive me if I cannot be happy, if I 
cannot forget, if I cannot live on in the midst of 
splendour and gaiety unforgiven and unblest by my 
mother." 

If Henri reminded her of all she had suffered 
under that mother's roof, she would answer — 

"I was not patient enough, I did not wait as I 

ought to have done, Henri. I think, I have thought 

so ever since, that she was beginning to love me when 
I left her," 

They wrote; only the Abb6 answered, and his 

letters did not hold out any hope. They still went 

on writing, and with no otliex iesAi\L Tcl^i Vx's^^^^^ 

7-/^^ Z/Oies of ike Vall^, etc, ^ 
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in Italy, in Greece, but in the midst of all the wonder- 
ful beauties of nature and art there was always before 
Paule's eyes the same vision — her mother growing old 
in solitude and poverty. 

She gave birth to a child, and the joys of maternal 
love only sharpened the pangs of a remorse which had 
grown into a malady. The more intensely she cared 
for her little girl, the more acute became her regrets 
and her fears. Would that little one abandon her one 
day as she had abandoned her mother? Had she any 
claim upon her own child, she who had disobeyed and 
defied her only parent? 

Once more Paule wrote to the Marquise; no answer 
came. The Abbe was obliged to admit that her letters 
were never opened, that her name was never to be 
uttered in her mother's ears. 

They spent a year on the banks of the lake of 
Como. As time went by Paule found Henri even more 
excellent, more perfect than she had ever supposed 
that any one could be. It was terrible to her to feel 
that the wife of such a man should be an unhappy 
woman, that with such a husband and such a child 
she should be wasting away with sorrow. They came 
back to France discouraged and depressed. 

People are often more selfish in their sorrows than 
in their joys, and yet there is no sort of selfishness 
from which those who are conscientious and kind- 
hearted should more anxiou^ ^ansiJiL feotau ^^jsSSr: 
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iawakened at last to a sense of the fault she was com- 
mitti&g by making the weight of her self-reproach sad- 
den her husband's life, and she made up her mind to 
re-appear in society. 

The magnificent house of the Coverleys was thrown 
open to the world, and she did the honours of baljs 
and parties with simplicity and grace. She was as 
much admired then as the first day she had been seen 
at Bordeaux walking arm-in-arm with the Prince. Her 
dress was always simple; she disliked to wear jewels 
or trinkets. 

But in spite of all efforts to appear happy in Hen- 
ri's presence, and her pleasure in her Uttle girl, who 
was a singularly engaging child, he could not help 
seeing that she was miserable, and so did Madame de 
Sole3a:e, who noticed that whereas formerly she seldom 
spoke of the Marquise, and seemed afraid almost of 
mentioning her name, now she was always anxious to 
revert to the subject of her mother's past life, and 
questioned her minutely as to the time when, in the 
height of her youth and beauty, Ren6e de Penarvan 
had acted such a noble and heroic part, and been the 
admiration of the Vendean nobility. Paule accused 
herself of the indifference and want of understanding, 
as she called it, which had made her fail to appreciate 
the grand side of her mother's nature. 

One night, when they had returned from a ball^ 
Paaic drew herself down oti a. ^^ ^^^\?OTSv.Nsi5^ -mb. 
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agony of tears. She had struggled all the evefuug 
with an oppressive sense of the contrast between her 
mother's fate and her own, and at last the overt 
burthened heart gave way, and she could hot control 
herself any longer, even in Henri's presence. He knelt 
by her side, and she laid her head on his shoulder. 

"What is it, my darling?" he tenderly said. "What 
can I do to comfort you?" 

"Henri," she whispered, "I must go and see my 
mother. Even at the risk of her driving me away, of 
her cursing me, I must go to her." 

"But, dearest, if she refuses — and she will refuse 
— to see you?" 

"Then I shall hide myself in the park; I shall catch 
sight of her in some way or other." 

"We shall set off to-morrow," Henri said. 

"Oh, how good, how kind you are, my own love," 
she said, throwing her arms round his neck. 

Two days afterwards, in the dusk of an October 
evening, they arrived at the inn at Tiffange, with their 
little girl, then just three years old. It was too late to 
send for the Abb6, and they set out on foot for the 
chateau, Paule leading the way, and Henri carrying the 
child. 

They entered the park through one of the breaks 
in the wall, and walked along the alleys strewed with 
dead leaves. As they appioac\x'^^ \)aft.\iQ>>as»^>^^a^^ 
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pointed to a window in which a light was visible, and 
whispered to her husband — 

"That is her room. She must be sitting there." 

It was a strange thing that those young people 
who had youth, and beauty, and mutual love .to 
gladden their lives, who possessed houses, and villas, 
and many a ship crossing the ocean laden with rich 
merchandize, and whose wealth was every day in- 
creasing, should have been standing before that dilapi- 
dated building, with the one wish, the one desire, to 
be admitted within those doors closed to them per- 
haps for ever. 

In another window a light gleamed also. That 
was the Abbe's room. What was he doing? Was he 
praying for his little Paule? Was he still working at 
his History of the House of Penarvan? 

When Paule was a child she used to stand under 
the Abba's window and clap her hands together three 
times to summon him into the garden. She advanced 
and made the well-known signal. The window opened 
and the Abb^, looking like a tall ghost, appeared, 
leaning out of it as if to dive into the outward dark- 
ness. 

"L'Abb6, my own Abbd," Paule cried in a mourn- 
ful voice. 

The ghost disappeared, and a moraaYA. ^^^^^s^-ss&a. 
the Ahh6 was clasping PauVe, \iex \mi^^tA^ ^)Sx^^^K5. 
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child in his wide arms, and then dragging them like 
secreted criminals into his room. 

"You here, my child, and you, M. Henri, and this 
darling?" 

"I am broken-hearted, VAhh6, I cannot live on in 
this state. Do, do make my mother see me. Oh, do 
get her to forgive me." 

L'Abb6 had taken the little child on his knees, 
and she was looking up into his face with a pretty 
smile. 

"Oh, Monsieur TAbbe, do help us!" Coverley 
said. 

The Abb6 was looking attentively at the little 
girl. She was so like what Ren6e had been as a 
child. 

"What does my mother feel? Does she allow you 
to speak of us? Does she ever mention me?" 

The Ahh6 was silent. He could not say "Yes." 
He could not bear to say "No." 

"I see there is no hope," Paule exclaimed, in a 
despairing manner. "It is really to her as if I was 
dead!" 

The Abb6 made the little child join her little 
hands together, and said to her — 

"Do you love the good God, my child?" 

"Oh yes," she answered. 

^'Tben say to the good God, *My God, come with 
we/'' 
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"My God, come with me," the little one re- 
peated; and then the Abbe took her in his arms and 
exlaimed — 

"Come along, come with me, and may God help 
thee." 

The Marquise was sitting in her old oak-wood chair 
by the chimney, where two small logs were burning, 
an ill-trimmed lamp by her side. Her features had 
grown thin and sharp, her hollow cheeks and dim 
eyes spoke of silent suffering and inward struggles, 
and of the secret work which had been going on in 
her soul during the last four years. She looked Hke 
the ghost of her former self, but there was still some- 
thing striking and impressive in her appearance. She 
seemed crushed indeed, but not subdued. Around 
her nothing but ruins, within her nothing but bitter 
recollections, and a blank, desolate future in view. 

Had she too felt remorse? Had she heard a 
voice whispering misgivings as to the course she had 
pursued? Had she closed her ears to it? Was it 
true, as Paule in her grief and repentance had 
suspected, that she had begun to love and admire 
her child during the months which had preceded 
their final separation? Did she ask herself some- 
times, when kneeling in the dismantled chapel and 
before that crucifix which war and devastation had 
spared, if she had acted up to the Christian as well 
as to the ancestral traditioiiS» o^ \i<et \^k& ^^^t^Rxs. '^^^ 
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had driven that child away from her for ever. And 
the mourning garb in which she was arrayed, did 
she feel certain that it was God's will, and not her 
own unrelenting heart, which had condemned her to 
wear it? 

No one could tell, not even the Abb6. But that 
she was becoming every day more thin, more haggard, 
more gloomy others besides him could observe. 

Like in a besieged city where famine is doing 
fell work, and from which a cry for mercy and life 
despairingly rises, a stern commander refuses to capi- 
tulate, holds out, and dooms himself and others to a 
Kngering death; so the pride of her soul stifled the 
yearnings, the pleadings, the cries of nature, and 
never perhaps had they been more distinctly heard, 
never had the weight of solitude and loneliness 
pressed more heavily upon Ren6e de Penarvan's heart 
than upon that autumnal evening. As she sat in that 
large, dimly-lighted room, her elbow resting on the 
side of her arm-chair, her head on her hand, a slight 
noise made her look up — ^the door opened, and a 
little child came in. Alarmed at the si^t of the 
pale lady in black by the fire-side, the child stopped 
in the middle of the room and her smiling face be- 
came grave. 

"Who are you?" asked the Marquise, who did not 
even know that Paule had a child. 
''I am a little girl." 
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' "' *^Come here/ my child.'* 

Taking courage,' the little thing toddled up to the 
'chimney, and put her little hands on the arm of the 
oak chair. - \ ' 

"What is your name?" the Marquise asked, softened 
by the sight of the lovely little face. 

"Ren6e," the child answered. 

The Marquise started with emotion and a sort of 
fear; she scanned the features of the child, she saw, 
she guessed, she understood it all. 

"Go back to your mother," she said in a trembling 
voice. "Go back to Madame Coverley" 

Frightened at the stem voice and manner of' the 
lady, the little thing turned round and slowly went to- 
wards the door. 

The Marquise watched her with a beating heart. 
During the instants it took the child to cross the 
room, the whole of her life passed before her. She 
saw her gentle, affectionate husband riding from the 
hall door on his way to a bloody death; she saw her 
beautiful, gentle daughter driven from her home; and 
now that lovely little creature so like herself, with her 
fair hair, her white skin, her blue eyes, was disappear- 
ing also. 

She looked round at the pictures on the walls; 
she felt as if they, those ancestors, to whom she had 
sacrificed everything, had doomed her to a. 1\\j^^xnssj^ 
death. 
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And meanwhile the little girl had reached the 
door. Rende was still hesitating. The child turned 
round and said with a reproachful expression in her 
baby face — 

''You not my grandmamma. You not love Ren^ 
You send Ren^e away." 

She could not hold out, the poor Marquise. She 
uttered a sort of ay. She sprung up, seized the child 
in her arms, kissed her, wept over her, hugged her to 
her breast. 

''Stay, stay, my little one, stay," she wildly ex- 
claimed; "stay, my little life, my darling, my trea* 
sure." 
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CHAPTER XVI. 
The Last Page of the Abba's Book. 

A YEAR had elapsed, and on the banks of the 
Sevres there were no longer any ruins to be seen. 
The old castle of Penarvan had recovered its former 
aspect. The towers, the walls, the handsome entrance 
were all restored, the armorial bearings had reap- 
peared, the invading weeds were banished from the 
court The stables were filled with horses and car- 
riages, the kennel with dogs. 

In the handsomely-furnished drawing-room the whole 
set of ancestors looked new and bright in their cleaned 
state and fresh-gilded frames. Inside and outside the 
house there was life and animation. The ruined farms 
were rebuilt, the greatest part of the estate repurchased, 
manufactories of ropes and sails rising on the banks 
of the river. 

The time of ragged cassocks had likewise gone 
by; the chapel of the chateau had recovered its old 
splendour. The Abb^ officiated in great pomp on 
Sundays and festivals at a magnificent altar, and the 
seat of the lords of the manor had been restotasL 
to its wonted place. A look ot Yiog^Vxi't^^ ^2kA ^^tss^s- 
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perity reigned in the whole neighbourhood. Respect 
for the past was joined to modem enterprise, and 
the poetry of old associations to the activity of useful 
labour. 

Henri Coverley had not only repurchased the 
estates of the ancient domain of Penarvan, he had 
also bought back La Brigazi^re. 

M. Michaud, who possessed several houses in the 
neighbourhood of Rennes, looked with contempt on 
that little old-fashioned manor-house, and was quite 
ready to sell it. P^re Michaud had now grown into 
that famous Michaud so conspicuous on the Liberal 
benches in the days of the Restoration, who denounced 
the nobility and protested against feudal distinctions, 
till in 1830 the new Government stopped his mouth 
by making him a baron. 

On a beautiful summer's afternoon the Marqiiisfe 
de Penarvan, with her little grand-daughter and the 
Abb^, were sitting in that same drawing-room where 
we have so often seen them. Ren^e was still hand- 
some; her magnificent fair hair was not yet tinged by 
a single thread of grey. The Abbe was rather less 
thin than he used to be. Little Ren^e was sitting on 
his knees and learning to read in his history, the first 
chapters of which were being printed for private cir- 
culation. 

That child was now the Abba's idol; she made the 
happiness of his declining ^tax^. Ks» No ^^^^^o^^^ 
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he was fondly, passionately attached to her grand- 
:hild. The old Ren6e loved the little Ren6e with a, 
endemess she had never before felt towards * any 
luman being. She had taken, as it were, possession 
►f the child, and her softened but still despotic nature 
howed itself in the excess to which she carried her 
levotion to this little creature. 

Paule and Henri were just going out on horseback; 
he Marquise stood at the window and watched them 
.s they rode down the avenue. 

"L'Abb6," she said, calling him to her side, "look 
Lt them;" and she made a gesture which implied, 
how handsome they are; how happy they seem." 

The Abb^, trying to look very sly, said in a low 
oice — 

"/ married them." 

"Oh, you arch-deceiver, you abominable hypocrite," 
he Marquise exclaimed; "it was just like you, you 
lave always played me tricks." 

They both laughed; the Abb6 rubbed his hands 
n a self-complacent manner. 

"Well, well," the Marquise said, "we shall be quite 
I large party this evening; you know we expect Ma- 
lame de Soleyre." 

The Abb^ had returned to little Ren6e, and was 
opening again his book. 

''Really, VAhhi/' the Maiq}i\s^ ^^L$^'^^x^sA^ '^^^^ 
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have no mercy on that child; you will bore her to 
death/' 

''Not at all, Madame la Marquise; Mademoiselle 
ReH^e promises to be a very good scholar, and she 
likes stories about battles, which her mamma never 
did." 

Little Ren6e pointed with her small finger to one 
of the paintings in the manuscript, and said — 

"Guy de Penarvan die at Massoure." 

It may be imagined if she was applauded by the 
Abb6, and hugged by her grandmother, who after 
kissing her over and over again turned to the Abb6 
and said — 

"But, by the way, is it at last finished, that eternal 
history?" 

"That eternal history is finished, Madame," PAbbe 
answered, in a rather touchy manner. "Yesterday I 
copied into it the last lines of the chapter devoted to 
the memory of your husband, the late Marquis." 

"You have not quite accomplished your task, TAbbe; 
your history is not complete." 

"Alas, Madame la Marquise, I know that too well 
That wretched prel^te-^ '^ 

"Oh, but without reckoning the prelate there is 
still something to add to it." 

"Something more, Madamfe? what can that be?" 

^^Well, and my history, M. VAbb^! You make no 
^nentioa of me/' 
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"I write the history of the dead, not of the living, 
iadame la Marquise, and I fully reckon on never 
Titing yours." 

"I will dictate to you what to say about me. Sit 
own here and take a pen." 

The Abbe, somewhat surprised, did as he was told, 
nd seated himself in an expectant position. 

"At the top of the page write, * Louise, Charlotte, 
Lntoinette, Ren^e — Marquise de Penarvan, last of the 
ame.' " 

"Last of the name," the Abb6 re-echoed. 

"And now write, 'She lived like a recluse, devoted 
3 the worship of her ancestry, and found out — ^though 
ather late — ^that if it is right to honour the dead, it is 
ery sweet to love the living.' " 

"Is that all, Madame?" 

"Yes, my dear Abb6," Renee answered, taking her 
randchild in her arms, and fondly kissing her soft 
heek. "But if you like you may add — 

'Here ends the History of the 
House of Penarvan.' " 
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